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UNIVERSITIES FOR MEN 


Catholic University of America, Washington, D. C. 
University of Dayton, Dayton, Ohio 


COLLEGES FOR MEN 


Mt. St. Mary’s College & Eccl. Sem., Emmitsburg, Md. 
Holy Cross College, Worcester, Mass. 
Seton Hall College, South Orange, N. J. 


COLLEGES FOR WOMEN 


Trinity College, Washington, D. C. 
St. Xavier College, 4928 Xavier Pk., Chicago, III. 
Barat College & Academy of Sacred Heart, 


Lake Forest, Ill. 


Rosary College, River Forest, Ill. 
College of Notre Dame of Maryland, Baltimore, Md. 
St. Joseph’s College, Emmitsburg, Md. 


Maryville College, 


Meramec St. & Nebraska Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


Georgian Court College, Lakewood, N. J. 

The College of St. Rose, Albany, N. Y. 

College of Mt. St. Vincent-on-Hudson, N. Y. C. 

Pius X School of Liturgical Music, College of the Sacred 


Heart, 133rd St. & Convent Ave., N. Y. C. 


Marymount College & School, 


Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 


College Misericordia, Dallas, Pa. 
Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 
Rosemont College, Rosemont, Pa. 


PREPARATORY SCHOOLS FOR BOYS 


The Newman School, Lakewood, N. J. 
Mount St. Michael’s, 
4 


300 Murdock Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Mount Assumption Institute, Boarding School, 


Plattsburg, N. Y. 


St. Aloysius Academy for Boys, West Chester, Pa. 


CAMPS 
Venard Camp, Maryknoll Preparatory College, 


Clarks Summit, Pa. 











ACADEMIES FOR GIRLS 


Academy of Our Lady of Mercy, Milford, Conn. 
Junior College and Academy of the Immaculate Conception, 
Oldenburg, Indiana 

St. Catherine’s Academy, Springfield, Ky. 
Notre Dame of Maryland High School, Baltimore, Md. 
Marycliff Academy, Arlington Heights, Mass. 
Mt. St. Joseph Academy, Brighton, Mass. 
Academy of the Sacred Heart, Fall River, Mass. 
Jeanne d’Arc Academy, Milton, Mass. 
Academy of the Visitation, 

5448 Cabanne Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 
Mt. St. Mary, Hookset Heights, N. H. 
Holy Angels Institute, Fort Lee, N. J. 
Saint Vincent Academy, 226 W. Market St., Newark, N. J. 
Academy of St. Joseph, Brentwood, N. Y. 


St. Clare’s School, 
Hastings-on-Hudson, Mount Hope, N. Y. 


Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, 
630 Riverside Drive, N. Y. C. 
Ursuline Academy, 
Grand Concourse and East 165th St., N. Y. C. 


Academy of The Holy Child, Suffern, N. Y. 

Our Lady of Mercy Academy, Syosset, Long Island, N.Y. 
Mater Misericordiae Academy, Merion (Phila.), Pa. 
Villa Maria Convent, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 


BUSINESS COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS 


Assisium Business Institute (Girls), 
13-17 W. 128th St., N. Y. C. 


SCHOOLS OF NURSING 


Georgetown University Hospital, School of Nursing, 
Washington, D. C. 
St. Joseph Mineral Baths, Mt. Clemens, Mich. 
St. Camillus School of Training, 
Gull Road, Kalamazoo, Mich. 
Santa Rosa Infirmary, School of Nursing, San Antonio, Tex. 














NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND 


Charles Street, Baltimore 

Catholic College for Women conducted 
by the School Sisters of Notre Dame. 
Academic Department—High School 
Courses of College Preparatory Grade, 
Elementary Department, Music, Art, 
Physical Culture. For Catalogue, ad- 
dress: The Secretary. 
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ST. MICHAEL’S COLLEGE 
Winooski Park, Vermont 
Conducted by the Fathers of St. Edmund. 
A.B.; Ph.B.; B.S.; Registered by Univer- 
sity of State of New York. Preparatory 
Seminary for the Fathers of St. Edmund 
connected with the Institution. 

Send for catalogue 
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Most Rev. James Anthony Walsh, M. Ap., Superior General 


THE FIELD AFAR 


to paper is the organ of the 
Society at home and abroad. It 
is issued monthly except in the sum- 
mer when a special enlarged July- 
August number is published. 


Subscription rates: one dollar 
($1.00) a year; five dollars 
($5.00) for six years; fifty dol- 
lars ($50.00) for life. 


Entered at Post Office, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
as Seconp Crass MATTER. 


Acceptance for mailing at special rate ot 
postage providel for in section 1103, Act 
a Oct. 3, 1917; authorized Nov. 21, 1921. 





Make checks and money orders payable to 
The Maryknoll Fathers, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
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Maryknoll, N. Y. 
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Established by action of the 
United States Hierarchy, assembled 
at Washington, April 27, 1911. 

Authorized by His Holiness Pius 
X, at Rome, June 29, 1911. Final 
Approval by Pope Pius XI, May 7, 
1930. 

““Maryknoll”, in honor of the 
Queen of Apostles, has become the 
popular designation of the Society. 


Object—to train Catholic mis- 
sioners for the heathen, with the 
ultimate aim to develop a native 
clergy in lands now pagan. 

Priests, students, and Auxiliary 
Brothers compose the Society. 

Auxiliary Brothers participate as 
teachers, trained nurses, office as- 
sistants, and skilled workmen. 





IN THE UNITED STATES 

Central Administration and 
Seminary are at Ossining (Mary- 
knoll P. O.), New York, about 
thirty miles north of the metropolis. 
Students in the seminary make the 
usual six-year course in Philosophy 
and Theology. 


Maryknoll Preparatory Col- 
leges—These are at Clarks Summit, 
Pennsylvania; Cincinnati, Ohio; and 
Los Altos, California. 

Maryknoll Procures are located 
as follows: 

New York City, at 103 Park Ave. 

San Francisco, Calif., at 1492 Mc- 
Allister St., corner of Scott. 

Los Angeles, Calif., at 1220 South 
Alvarado St 

Seattle, Wash., 
ferson St. 


at 1603 East Jef- 


Maryknoll Japanese Missions. 


At Los Angeles, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers 426 South Boyle Ave.; or 


Maryknoll Convent, 425 South Boyle 
Ave. At San Juan, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers, San Juan Bautista Mission. 
At Seattle, Wash., Maryknoll Con- 
vent, 507 Seventeenth Ave. 

House of Study in Rome, Italy, 
at Via Sardegna, 83. 


Probationary (Novitiate) 
This is located in the Archdiocese 
of Boston. 
P. O. address: Bedford, Mass. 
Telephone: Billerica 708 





EASTERN ASIA ADDRESSES 
China— 

Maryknoll Procure, 160 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 
For Bishop Walsh and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kongmoon, 

Kwangtung, China 

For I’r. Meyer and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Wuchow, 
Kwangsi, China 

For Msgr. Ford and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kaying, via 
Swatow, China 

For Msgr. Lane and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Fushun, Man- 
churia 

For Sisters of Manchuria— 
Tenshudo, Dairen, Manchuria 

For Sisters in Hong Kong— 
Maryknoll Convent, 103 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 


Korea— 

For Msar. Morris and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Peng Yang, 
Korea 

For Sisters— 

Marvknoll Convent, 
Catholic Mission, Yeng You, 
Korea 


Philippine Islands— 
For Priests— 
St. Rita’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 
For Sisters— 
St. Mary’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 


Hawaiian Isiands— 
For Priests— 
1701 Wilder Ave., 
Honolulu, Hawaii 
For Sisters— 
1722 Dole St., 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


ASSOCIATES 
VERY subscriber is registered 
as a member of the C. F. M. S. 
and remains such until the subscrip- 
tion expires. A life subscriber, on 
payment of fifty dollars within two 
years, becomes a Perpetual Member. 
Members share in ten thou- 
sand Masses offered yearly by Mary- 
knoll priests, and are remembered 
daily in the several Maryknoll com- 
munities. Members also share in the 
labors, sacrifices, and privations of 
the missioners. 


CABLE ADDRESS: 
Maryknoll — Ossining, N. Y. 








BEQUEST FORMS 
I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
(Maryknoll) 


ANSENENEOGEND) ai sccsincinseise oes to be 
used by the said Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
for the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 





I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York. 
a corporation organized and exist- 
ing under the laws of the State of 
New York 
WSOTE TEGAEY)) occ. cisadis.0 esaibece to be 
used by the said Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., for 
the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 
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The Virgin With The Child Jesus 
By Carlo Dolci (1616-1686). In the Pitti Gallery, Florence, Italy 
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Merry and Blessed Knoll Noel 


























THE CRIB FASHIONED BY MARYKNOLL SEMINARIANS 





IS SIMPLE, BUT BEAUTIFUL AND DEVOTIONAL 


\NOLL Noél! These 
words have a very 
special meaning to 
the members of a 
“family” scattered 
over three conti- 


“fl nents and the Is- 


= : 
Goats F 
—— lands of the Pacific. 


Whether the sons of Maryknoll 
are in Rome, Korea, Japan, Man- 
chukuo, South China, the Philip- 
pines, the Hawaiian Islands, or 
working among Orientals on our 
own Pacific Coast, at Christmas 
their thoughts go back to the 
Home Knoll. 

They vision students bringing 
laurel for decorations; carolers 
awakening the Community for 
Midnight Mass; and the seminari- 
ans’ choir bursting into the music 
of the Gloria. They smile as they 
recall antics of Santa Claus in the 
refectory, and they enjoy with 
particular appreciation Christmas 
boxes sent and packed by the 
Home Knoll students. 











Christmas at Maryknoll is a 
simple affair, but it is already full 
of traditions and happy moments 
which become even more pleasant 
in retrospect. 





More Departures— 

EMINARY days and weeks are 

short indeed, once the study 
term has started. 

Ordinations of deacons came in 
September, at the close of the 
opening retreat, some twelve re- 
ceiving the sacred order from the 
hands of our Superior General. 








ray 
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Subscription gift card sent if 
desired 


makes an inexpensive 
and ideal 
CHRISTMAS GIFT 
we 
. 





Then came more departures, this 
time in small groups, including 
Father Wilbur J. Borer, of Brook- 
lyn, N. Y., Father Alfred W. 
Harding, of Brooklyn, N. Y., and 
Brother Raymond Nihill, of South 
Boston, Mass., for Korea; Father 
George D. Haggerty, of St. Johns- 
ville, N. Y., and Father Edmund 
L. Ryan, of Dorchester, Mass., for 
Manchukuo; and Father Thomas 
J. Malone, of New York, N. Y., 
for Kaying, South China. 

Some of the assignments were 
unexpected and the several suc- 
cessive events drove our arithme- 
ticians to count the full number of 
Maryknoll priests who have left 
the country this past year for for- 
eign missions in Asia. And would 
you believe it? The total was 
twenty-one. This means that to- 
day Maryknoll priests actually on 
the missions of Asia number one 
hundred and thirty-seven. We are 
happy to add to these six who are 
in the Hawaiian Islands and the 


TO ALL OUR READERS, A HAPPY AND BLESSED CHRISTMAS! 
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NOT THE LEAST APPRECIATED FEATURE OF THE MARYKNOLL CHRIST- 
MAS SEASON IS THE OPPORTUNITY IT AFFORDS OUR ASPIRANT APOS- 


TLES TO ENGAGE IN WINTER SPORTS. 


PROFICIENCY IN SKIING WILL 


BE AN ASSET LATER ON TO THOSE ASSIGNED TO KOREAN OR MANCHU 


MARKNOLLS. 


ONLY THE SEMINARY TOWER AND ROOF ARE VISIBLE 


OVER THE CREST OF THE HILLOCK 


Philippines, and one Brother. 

The Sisters too had a few fare- 
well ceremonies. The largest in- 
cluded a group of twenty-seven 
destined for the Pacific Coast, the 
Hawaiian Islands, the Philippines. 
South China, Korea, and Man- 
chukuo. 

It was gratifying to note by a 
recent article in the Fides Service 


THIS DAY 


that Maryknoll is far ahead of all 
other religious institutes and soci- 
eties in the number of American 
missioners working today under 








OUR Christmas will be 
especially blessed if the 
Christ Child’s Name is the first 


on your Christmas list. 


the Sacred Congregation of Prop- 
aganda. The same is true of the 
Maryknoll Sisters. This record is 
of course as it should be, because 
Maryknoll is devoted exclusively 
to the foreign mission field. 


A Far-flung Banner— 

S we sit at the desk daily and 

watch the mail that comes 
from abroad, we begin to realize 
that the Maryknoll banner is in- 
deed far-flung, and this realization 
wakes us to the fact that six mis- 
sions, now ours or in the making, 
each corresponding to a diocese, 
call for stronger intrenchment 
with multiplicity of personnel. 
This is not so easy. God is good, 
and many fine priests backed by 
generous people are co-operating 
with Him through Maryknoll. 

We think of Kongmoon, Kay- 
ing, and Wuchow in South China, 
Fushun in Manchukuo, Peng Yang 
in Korea and a prospective Mis- 
sion in Japan—all in Eastern Asia. 
But the Maryknoll banner is un- 
furled also in Manila, in the Ha- 
waiian Islands, and over mission 
enterprises in California, Washing- 
ton State, Ohio, Pennsylvania, 
New York and Massachusetts— 
not to forget the center of Chris- 
tendom, Rome itself. 

We are happy too in the sacri- 
fices which we have been enabled 
to make for His Eminence, the 
Cardinal Prefect of Propaganda, 
in the assignment of two valued 
priests to special duties at Rome, 
and of another to the Synodal 
Commission of Peiping. 

Last June, on the request of 
Msgr. Quinn and encouraged by 
His Excellency, the Apostolic Del- 
egate, we loaned to the Propaga- 
tion of the Faith Society part time 
services of our energetic Father 
Keller. 

Maryknoll is always ready as 
far as possible to co-operate with 
others in the world-wide evangeli- 
zation. The Superior General pe- 
riodically warns his men against 
Society narrowness. We must be 
loyal to our own Society, but we 
must also be larger than our own 


IS BORN TO YOU A SAVIOR, WHO IS 
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Society. We belong to the Cath- 
olic Church. 


Snow Pictures— 

NOW pictures are a special joy 

to our Oriental readers or ob- 
servers in semi-tropical countries 
like South China, but the idea of 
ski jumping is always a puzzle for 
them. 

Sleighing is a revelation of horse 
strength when a wagon load of 
Sisters can be moved over the road 
without wheels. 


A Chinese ‘“‘Maryknoller’’— 
VISITORS came in large num- 

bers during this past autumn. 
Among them was the Reverend 
Marchus Chai, late of the Propa- 
ganda College of Rome, and now 
returned, via the United States 
and the Pacific Ocean, to his 
homeland in South China where 
he will assist Monsignor Ford at 
Kaying. Fr. Chai is what Ameri- 
cans would call a good mixer. At 
the same time he is a fervent 
“Maryknoller”’, deeply attached to 
Monsignor Ford who has super- 
vised his training for the priest- 
hood. 

Father Chai nearly lost his heart 
in Ireland, and later in our Uncle 
Sammy’s territory. In Ireland he 
was the guest of the Jesuit Fa- 
thers, with whom he had made 
some of his studies in Hong Kong. 
And in the United States he was 
passed along by and to former 
classmates, who exhibited him to 
their friends with class pride. 

Fr. Chai “quartered his head” 
at Maryknoll, but the Maryknoll 
Movement affected him and he 
sallied forth frequently at the beck 
and call of his many friends. 

One Sunday he missed a glori- 
ous sight of 12,000 young Mission 
Crusaders, gathered for a Pon- 
tifical Mass and sermon at Pros- 
pect Park in Brooklyn. The miss 
was not the fault of Fr. Chai. It 
was on account of Providence. 
Rain plus rain and more rain de- 
termined the energetic and cour- 
ageous Fr. Saunders to give up the 
idea of Mass in the park, and to 





MARYKNOLL CHRISTMAS SEAL 


Make 
Maryknoll 
and the 
missions 
better 
known. 
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Price: 50c. for 100 seals 
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divide the vast congregation into 
three sections attending Mass in 
separate structures. 

Fr. Chai would have had the 
memory of a splendid Catholic 
spectacle, but even as it was he 
saw some 3,200 young American 
Catholics filling every square foot 
of a large parish auditorium, and 
he was happy. 


Word and Motion Pictures— 

"THE visit of the Superior Gen- 
eral to Europe last August was 

short, but gave an opportunity to 


gather impressions about Lisieux, 
Nevers, Oberammergau, and Kon- 
nersreuth that have edified and 
entertained the several communi- 
ties at the Knoll, and will doubt- 
less be shared with our readers. 

The Knollers were also glad to 
hear and see motion pictures pre- 
pared under the direction of Fr. 
Tennien, returned on furlough 
from Wuchow, South China. The 
movie has caught the notice of 
several producers, but for the 
present Fr. Tennien is holding all 
rights, preferring to show it him- 
self or through Directors of the 
Propagation of the Faith who may 
be interested. 


They Do Not Want to be 
Without It— 


READ Tue Fietp Arar, every page, 
and find it very entertaining and en- 
lightening.—San Francisco, Calif. 





I have been in China and know some- 
thing of what you and yours have to 
contend with. It’s a great work. May 
God keep you in His service. I enjoy 
Tue Fietp Arar very much.—Berkeley, 
Calif. 

















WHEN CHRISTMAS SNOWS LIE DEEP ON THE GROUND DOBBIN HAS 

HIS INNINGS AGAIN, AND THE MARYKNOLL SISTERS WHO PROVIDE 

THE FESTIVE BOARD WITH TURKEY AND THE “FIXINGS” TRAVEL TO 
AND FROM THE SEMINARY ON AN IMPROVISED SLED 


CHRIST THE LORD, IN THE CITY OF DAVID. 
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‘Lead the Priest Away” 


By Fr. Patrick F. Malone, of Brooklyn, N. Y., 


a missioner of the Mary- 


knoll Kaying field, South China 








“OFF WE SET AGAIN, AND CLIMBED HIGHER AND HIGHER INTO 


THE SHRUBBERY” 





AN sin Fu dsayu 





—lead the priest 
| away!’’ The 
| young man sud- 
| denly grasped my 

hand, before I 
knew what the 
=| matter was, and 

| led me out the 
, back, with my 
m| two dogs Belle 


4 AD OK 41 
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r and Coolie at our 
heels. It was 10:30 at night in a 
Christian’s house in a pagan vil- 
lage about three miles distant from 
our church at Shak Chin. We were 
talking and chatting away, the lit- 
tle lot of us, when suddenly the 
group nervously arose and went 
to the door to listen. I stood up 
too, and, as I did so, I heard one 
of the Christians whisper to the 
others: “Can sin Fu dsayu—lead 
the priest away!” 

As we reached the outside, we 
heard two rifle shots ring out in 
the stillness of the night. “Ban- 
dits !” whispered my companion to 
me, “This way!’ While we crept 
on hands and feet up the steep 
hill into the shrubbery, we could 
plainly hear the crying of a wo- 
man below. “They have killed 
someone!” murmured the boy. 

Having gone a few hundred 
yards, we halted, and looked back 
down into the village. Below we 


GLORY 


could see a cluster of lights, ap- 
parently torches being carried from 
house to house. By now most of 
the villagers had fled to the hills 
like ourselves, so the keys of Vu 
Shak were at the disposal of the 
bandits. 





My Man Friday— 

On trips such as this, we always 
take along a man to carry the 
things necessary for the visitation. 
On this occasion I had brought my 
man Friday, as we Kaying mis- 
sioners call him. Friday is about 
twenty-four, a good worker, very 
faithful and, in addition, just a 
bit simple. Earlier this night, on 
account of the scarcity of sleeping 
quarters in this Christian house, 





Have You Thought 
Of It? 
[f may be that the gift % 
the Infant Savior is %, 
asking of you this Christ- %% 
mastide is the gift of % 
yourself, as an apostle 
to those who have never 
heard the Good Tidings 
of Great Joy. 








he had left our little group to put 
up with a friendly pagan. 

As my companion and myself 
stood on the hill waiting for the 
next thing to happen, I wondered 
whether Friday, realizing the dan- 
ger, would have the presence of 
mind and the courage to hasten 
back to the Christian house, loosen 
my horse tied inside the door, 
pitch the two baskets containing 
wy Mass things and clothes into 
the rice fields outside, and thus 
destroy all evidence of my staying 
at this Christian’s house. Time 
would show. 





A Weird Night— 

It was now going on midnight, 
and it began to rain. “Let us go 
farther away,” insisted my part- 
ner. “There’s a light—. Do you 
see it?’ “Let us go,” I agreed. 
We crept and crawled and tripped 
and slid farther away into the 
bushes, while Belle and Coolie kept 
faithfully by our sides. Finally, 
having reached what we consid- 
ered a safe nook, we lay down in 
what would have been an ideal 
place for sleep could we have done 
away with the rain and the mos- 
quitoes. 

“There’s the light still!” said the 
boy. And so it was, but coming 
in another direction. Off we set 
again, and climbed deeper and 
higher into the shrubbery, where 
we thought the devil himself could 
not find us. And there the four 
of us stood in the rain, awaiting 
the blessed rays of dawn. 

Personally I had no fear at all, 
but I feared much for the Chris- 
tians to whom I had but a few 
hours ago come. I thought some 
one must have informed the ban- 
dits of my visit and was afraid the 
house would be looted and the 
Catholics tortured if the outlaws 
failed to find me. I felt certain 
that they would at least take away 
my horse, which was now neigh- 
ing and whinnying as if aware 
that something was wrong. 

The night was a weird one. 
There was something extremely 
uncanny about everything and, to 
make matters more eery stiil, my 


TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST; AND ON 
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dogs broke away before daybreak, 
and leaping through the bushes be- 
gan to howl and cry. 





Havoc in “Deserted Village”’— 

Day came at last. The rain 
stopped. The clouds lifted, and we 
began to see where we were. With 
our clothes plastered to our bodies, 
both of us cautiously moved back 
to the vicinity of the “Deserted 
Village”, prepared to hear the 
worst. As we drew near the young 
brother of my companion came to 
meet us, and assured us with that 
everlasting, typical Chinese smile 
that it was safe to return to the 
house, the bandits had left during 
the night. 

“There were about fifty ban- 
dits,” he continued. “They did not 
enter our house at all, but passed 
by and killed Mrs. Chin next door. 
T hey took Chin Yan Gu’s wife 
away captive with them, led off a 
buffalo, slaughtered a pig, which 
they took away in pieces, and stole 
rice, money and household articles 
from different people.” 

Having heard all the boy knew, 
I asked, “And my man Friday?” 
Still grinning, the boy replied, 
“Friday, sensing the danger, fled 
like ourselves, and spent the night 
scared to death in a sand pit.” 

We went to see the murdered 
woman shortly after our arrival. 
She had received a bullet at close 
range behind the left ear. It was 
pathetic to realize that such a 
strong, young woman had been 
struck down so suddenly, and it 
was very touching too to see her 
big son, the tears in his eyes, stand- 
ing half dazed beside her dead 
body. 





Friday Follows After— 

My horse was saddled while 
breakfast was being prepared. The 
farewells to the three new Chris- 
tians made, I whistled to the dogs 
and, with a Hail Mary upon my 
lips, cantered and splashed away 
through the hills home. Meanwhile 
my man Friday, carrying his two 
baskets, came shuffling and talking 
and smiling to himself behind. 





N irate parishioner (who, it 

developed later, does next to 
nothing for his parish) inquired 
of his’ pastor why he allowed a 
Maryknoll priest to ask for sub- 
scriptions to THE Fietp AFAR. 

“What's the idea of letting mon- 
ey go out of the parish?” the ip. 
asked. 

“The Catholic Church does not 
cease to exist beyond the limits of 
this parish,” the pastor answered 
quietly. “The Maryknoll priest 
happens to belong to the same 
Church that we do. Don’t forget 
that the foreign missions are not 
an appendage of the Church; the 
Catholic Church is a foreign mis- 
sion church.” 





A devoted friend of Maryknoll 
from the beginning, and of its Su- 
perior General for the past thirty 
years, is the well-known missionary 
Sister of Charity, Sr. Xavier 





THE MASS OF THE NATIVITY IN 


KAYING MISSION. 


Berkeley, an English lady who has 
spent most of her life in China, 
and more than twenty years on the 
Island of Chusan. 

Sr. Xavier Berkeley has sent a 
book that gives the story of an- 
other Sister of Charity, Sr. Claire 
(Edith) Fielding, who followed 
Sr. Xavier (her cousin) to China. 

When the Maryknoll Superior 
made his first visit to China, in 
1917, he met Sister Fielding at 
Kiukiang. Shortly afterwards she 
was called to Chenting-fu to nurse 
victims of an epidemic, the after- 
math of a great flood. In this epi- 
demic several missioners died, and 
among them was Sister Claire 
Fielding. The book on her life has 
been published by Sands and Com- 
pany, London, England, and is 
most interesting. 





A non-Catholic philanthropist 
died recently in New York, and 
gifts which he made during his 
lifetime are working today in two 
hundred different localities. 

Applying this idea, or adding it, 
to the spread of Catholic faith and 
practice, we realize how a well-to- 
do Catholic can multiply and make 
enduring his service to God and to 
his fellow men. 





A CHURCH OF THE MARYKNOLL 
NOTE THE ABSENCE OF KNEELERS . 


EARTH PEACE TO MEN OF GOOD-WILL. 
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A “Chinese Farmer’s’’ Praise of Glory 


By the Most Rev. James Edward Walsh, of Cumberland, Md., Vicar Apostolic of the Maryknoll Kongmoon field 
in South China 


31 OOM, zoom, it sounds 
like a gigantic hum- 
ming bird, and expec- 
tant eyes turn aloft 
to watch the ventur- 
ous bark breasting 
the azure sky. Tiny 
and gallant it looks, 
as it circles the glossy clouds that wrap 
the mountain peaks, and even too tiny 











are now straining. 
Suddenly the hum lessens, almost 


touches something, and, as the passen- 
gers breathe again, their little ship 
sweeps down and around in a gorgeous 
arc that has brought the landing field 
suddeniy under its wings. The pilot 
looks around and smiles slightly. He 
could find the port in his sleep. His 
propeller is still revolving, for he will 
not shut it off until he gets back to 
Manila. 








“HAPPY HOLLOW”, AT BAGUIO, IN THE PHILIPPINE ISLANDS 


“Here are mountains. 


But can they be mountains? 


Where now are the lofty summits and the frowning 


cliffs and the long ridges and the great ranges?” 


and too gallant; for how is it to dodge 
successfully amid that cluster of reach- 
ing crags that form Baguio, and to find 
this one little clump of cleared plateau, 
tucked away in an odd corner of those 
myriad clefts? And, surely enough, this 
scorner of the ground apparently can- 
not find its nest. For there it goes, soar- 
ing far dlong to the right; athwart, 
away, above, beyond, seemingly quite 
wide of the mark, whence anxious eyes 


ceases. Aboard the plane other eyes 
strain, even pop. The passengers who 
peer down expecting to find an airport 
see nothing but mountains all around. 
A bit strange. Is it really possible? But 
before their minds can frame the un- 
welcome surmise, their eves instinctive- 
ly turn to the pilot. The hard-bitten 
little man is not only looking infinitely 
bored, but is actually in the act of light- 
ing a cigarette. With his free hand he 


The little plane has touched the 
ground in a three point landing, and the 
passengers have to be informed that 
they are back on their plebeian earth 
once more. Still bewildered, they are 
bundled out, their room being better 
than their company in this case, since 
other privileged mortals are waiting 
their own jealous turn to fly. And 
among them indeed is an old Chinese 
farmer, who, like all Chinese and all 
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farmers, has ever been mutely conscious 
of the sky, but never before has had 
this chance to pour his full heart from 
so near heaven. 





Merely a Discovery— 
The pilot does not even leave his seat. 


A mail sack and some light baggage are 
stowed about. Meanwhile the sprightly 
little craft’ sits and preens itself, throb- 
bing to the purr of its motor all down its 
whole trim length, and quivcring in the 
sunlight from the span of its spreading 
wings to the tip of its pert little tail. 
The Chinese rustic, glancing at its sten- 
cilled name, is mildly disappointed to 
read Bellanca Skyrocket where he rather 
expected to find Jenny Wren, This bird- 
like appearance was the first agreeable 
surprise. Aviation? Why, it is a bird, 
after all. It was made to fly; it ought 
to fly; and no doubt it does fly. Gone 
at once was half the groundling’s preju- 
dice that inclined to view the perform- 
ance as something stuntish, forced, arti- 
ficial, unnatural, unreal. The other half 
vanished the instant the dainty pinions 
took the air, swallowed up immediately 
and completely in the miracle of that 
first rushing glide that revealed the 
buoyancy of the atmosphere. Not only 
did this bird fly, but obviously this air 
is the medium in which it was intended 
to fly. Strange that people should speak 
of it as an invention. It turns out, as 
usual, to be merely a discovery. For 
indeed all inventions are but discov- 
eries: findings out of the beneficent but 
hidden possibilities that God has scat- 
tered so prodigally up and down His 
universe. 





The Psalmist as Companion— | 
But this is no time to think; it is a 


time to feel only. Reflection must give 
way to rapture. As the ship mounts 
through the airy surge, swaying and 
bumping with dulcet jars that allow us 
to sense the springy cushioning of our 
gentle support in this blue deep, all con- 
sciousness and all sensation are seized 
and fused in one unbodied transport. 
When St. John spurned the earth and 
rose to the inaccessible heights in his 
eagle flight, was it totally unlike this? 
When St. Paul was rapt to the third 
heaven did it differ hy several heavens 
from mine? Yet strangely St. Paul is 
not with me, for he did not repeat those 
hidden words not given to man to ut- 








THE MARYKNOLL SISTERS’ GUEST AND REST HOUSE AT BAGUIO IS A 
HEALTH-GIVING HAVEN AFTER THE SWFLTERING HEATS OF SOUTH 
CHINA OR THE PHILIPPINE LOWLANDS 


ter; and I find him far below me in a 
sense, left back there on the earth 
earthy, where he chose largely to re- 
main, in order to be all things to all 
men. Nor is St. John any more my 
companion, for he is at the other pole, 
still worlds and aeons above me, as he 
penetrates to the very throne of Him 
by whom all things were made. 

Rather it is the Psalmist who is at 





LP 





my side now, and I hear the songs he 
sang in the youth of the world, “when 
the morning stars praised Me together, 
and the sons of God made a joyful 
melody” (Job 38, 7). Did the divine 
breath catch him up in this wind-walled 
palace, so that he might look down from 
the floor of heaven to see the world as 
we see it now? And was the support of 
the divine hand perchance more palpa- 





AN OPEN FIRE 1S A WELCOME FRIEND AFTER A TRAMP THROUGH 
THE PINE CLAD SURROUNDINGS OF THE BAGUIO REST HOUSE 


BEFORE THE FACE OF THE LORD, BECAUSE HE COMETH, 
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FATHER JOSEPH RUSSELL HUGHES, OF NEW YORK, N. Y., NOW STA- 


TIONED IN MANILA, WAS ONE OF 


THE MARYKNOLLERS WHO “SUD- 


DENLY POPPED UP FROM NOWHERE” TO WELCOME BISHOP JAMES E. 
WALSH, THE “CHINESE FARMER”, AT THE MANILA AIRPORT 


ble in this more tenuous realm? “TWVhith- 
er shall I go from Thy spirit, or whither 
shall I flee from Thy face? If I as- 
cend into heaven, Thou art there; if I 
descend into hell, Thou art present. If 
I take my wings early in the morning, 
and dwell in the uttermost parts of the 
sea; even there also shall Thy hand 
lead me, and Thy right hand shall hold 
me” (Ps. 138, 7). 





Oppressed by Glory— 

Perhaps flying is itself a prayer. Per- 
haps this is one of the mansions of the 
interior castle. But these are the fanta- 
sies of novices in more senses than one, 
and, as the plane straightens out on its 
level altitude to point for Manila, a lit- 
tle violence brings us back to compara- 
tive earth, not minding high things, but 
consenting to the humble. It is quite 
enough for your wretched body to be 
up here, without dragging in flights of 
the spirit. You are oppressed by glory, 
that is all. It is true that God is good. 
It is true that He spoke from this sil- 
very splendor. It is true that His Di- 
vine Son mounted this selfsame sky by 
His own almighty power. It is true 
that angels bore through these glowing 
depths the immaculate form of Mary, 
and that, in the utter whiteness of that 
mirror, the spotless clouds blushed to 
find themselves so stained. It is true 
that one day He will raise up even Chi- 


nese farmers like yourself. But, never- 
theless, there is a moderation in things. 
You are not in heaven; you are merely 
in an airplane. You are not troubl'ng 
the gold gateways of the stars, nor 
scaling the hid battlements of eternity, 
but simply floating down from Baguio 
to Manila. Thus we brought ourselves 
down several pegs, and, as coherent 
thought returned, began to do less fee!- 
ing and more looking. It was high time, 
for the eye was to be filled, as far as 
may be in this world, with seeing. 





“Curdled” Mountains— 

‘Don’t look down”, was the totally 
wrong advice with which we started 
out. It is the one perfect recipe for 
missing the one perfect thrill. Here 
are mountains. But can they be moun- 
tains? Where are the lofty summits 
and the frowning cliffs and the long 
ridges and the great ranges? Perhaps 
we are taking an unfair advantage, but 
these are low mountains, little moun- 
tains, squat mountains, fat mountains, 
old mountains, lazy mountains, various 
and multitudinous mountains, scattered 
about in a haphazard profusion in which 
they completely dwarf each other, as if 
in literal vein “the ancient mountains 
were crushed to pieces, and the hills of 
the world were bowed down by the jour- 
neys of His eternity” (Hab. 3, 6). And 


here are mountains covered with green, 


matted wool, that makes them look like 
nothing in the world so much as the 
backs of sheep, and to such an astonish- 
ing extent indeed that we infallibly 
think of the time when “the mountains 
skipped like rams, and the hills like the 
lambs of the flock” (Ps. 113, 4). We 
almost lose our awe of mountains in 
this familiarity that brings us so close 
to the friendly peaks, and we feel like 
reaching out to pat them on their curly 
heads. “Why look ye askance, ye cur- 
dled mountains?” (Ps. 67, 17). Do we 
not belong here, sailing about over your 
leafy crowns? Or are we perhaps in- 
truding on some primeval privacy, sa- 
cred to you since the world began? 





Rainbow’s End— 

Sliding away from the ridges, we sud- 
denly swim in glory. We are flying di- 
rectly over the clouds, and we gaze at 
heaven unveiled, as the pearly billows 
drift in banked masses beneath us, and 
lazily unroll their lustrous folds to bask 
and glint, all drenched and iridescent, 
in the golden radiance of the morning 
sun. So there was a pot of gold at the 
end of the rainbow, after all, and here 
it is, and heaped up and pressed down 
and running over, yet with a metal 
scarcely of earth, for these are treas- 
ures that could only have been fashioned 
in the mints of eternity. And it is truly 
rainbow’s end, its very tip, where its 
more vivid hues shade into tender tints 
of lotus buds and coral shells and ro- 
bins’ eggs and butterflys’ wings, that 
mix and merge and faintly gleam in 
one translucent prism, like the soft fires 
of opal, and very like the dawn on east- 
ern seas. And soon we are almost em- 
bowered in the skyey blossoms of this 
garden of God, and they sway up at us 
to pelt us with their smiles. “Ascend'ng 
on high, He led captivity captive: He 
gave gifts to men” (Eph. 4, 8). Per- 
haps this was among them, for all fore- 
tastes of heaven must surely come from 
Him who reconciled in Himself all 
things in heaven and upon earth. 

And it was out of this radiant mist 
that a voice came, bringing directly that 
single and unique message of heaven to 
earth: “This is My Beloved Son, in 
Whom I am well pleased: hear ye Him” 
(Matt. 17, 5). What other message 
could come from these clouds, ethereal 
vestiges as they are of the glory yet to 


A LIGHT SHALL SHINE UPON US THIS DAY: 
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be revealed? And what other stage 
could so well enshrine such a message? 
“Thou hast put on praise and beauty, 
and art clothed with light as with a 
garment: Who makest the clouds Thy 
chariot: Who walkest upon the wings 
of the winds” (Ps. 103, 2). 





A Glorified Hammock— 

Here we wander lonely as a cloud in- 
deed, for we are too high for any birds 
except ourselves. The mountains and 
their glistening haloes show on our lee 
all too soon, however, and we now gaze 
down at the enormous flats that encircle 
Manila for miles on miles. Able to think 
again, there comes the ungracious reflec- 
tion that every earthly joy, no matter how 
extreme, could still admit improvement. 
For one thing, if some alchemy could 
give us back the years that have flown 
without flying, we might be the pilot. 

Nearing Manila the plane begins to 
climb down from its altitude, with the 
same pleasant little bumps and gentle 
joltings. We are in a glorified ham- 
mock rather than an elevator. We bite 
the air, and swim in it, and jump on it, 
and bound and jounce and scrunch 
around in it, while it continues beatifi- 
cally to encircle and encompass us, and 
to hold us and stay us up, and softly to 
set us down, in its diaphanous but 
sinewy arms. All the first thrill comes 
back with interest, for it is in descend- 
ing, as in ascending, that we really 
make the acquaintance of the air. 





It Is Wings— 

Mission dreams come, wherein dis- 
tance is annihilated, and good tidings of 
great joy are spread from the air. Will 
the Chinese still say, Go away slowly 
and come back quickly? Or, with their 
instinct for the propitious, will they 
change it to, When you come down, 
drop in? And, how about their rice- 
fields? Good harrowings will be pro- 
vided free of charge by our sudden de- 
scents, but will they thank us for them? 
Visions of irate farmers and damaged 
planes give us pause. And who will 
foot the bills? Not you certainly; for 
you would not be here even now, ex- 
cept that the Sisters bought you a tick- 
et, while they themselves, needing wings 
less no doubt, remained perforce con- 
tent with the crawling train. Again, are 


FOR 


we forgetting that these are ideal 
conditions? Floating through a 
halcyon sky at seven o’clock in the 
morning is a setting not always given 
even to the birds themselves. There 
are the grey days and the wet days and 
the bitter days. And there are the des- 
perate days, when plane and pilot must 
cling to the whistling mane of every 
wind, and fight their way through an 
insubstantial wrack plashy with flying 
lightnings, until the chief joy becomes 
not so much to go up blithely as to 
come down safely. 


Yet all arguments are vain. Pile Pelion 
on Ossa, and still it is flying. It is cleav- 
ing and diving and thrusting and careen- 
ing in this superb element ; it is shooting 
precipitated up and down titanic vistas 
of chasmed joys; it is romping in the 
playground of a universe, and even 
turning back time itself, as it were, to 
surprise its Designer at His work, “when 
He made a cloud the garment thereof, 
and wrapped it in a mist as in swaddling 
bands” (Job 38, 9). In a word, it is 
wings; and so it was that the most 
blissful hour, in a purely natural sense, 
in the numbered days of a certain Chi- 
nese rustic, came to a close in the wist- 
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ful suspicion that he was born out of 
due time. 





Americanism Pure and Undefiled— 

The motor has ceased entirely. . How 
did Father Hannon and Father Hughes 
suddenly pop up from nowhere? Still 
thrilled speechless, we dimly realize that 
the time has come to tear ourselves 
away from this beautiful bird of ours 
that seems to have been our habitat for 
ages past. We are stumbling out in a 
daze, when the friendly young pilot 
looks around and grins. To think that 
he does not have to get out! He can 
actually stay here and do this all the 
time. How his lines have fallen in 
goodly places! A word must escape. 
“Are you going right back again? How 
I wish I could go along! Indeed I 
envy you your job.” 

Something told me the offhand little 
man was going to be priceless. I un- 
derestimated him. He was sublime. He 
smiled again, shuffled indulgently. Then 
he rose to the heights of true Ameri- 
canism, pure and undefiled. “It’s not 
a bad job, Padre,” he replied. “Only 
there’s one drawback. It’s awfully 
monotonous” .... 
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A CLASS AT THE PRACTICE SCHOOL CONNECTED WITH THE NORMAL 
SCHOOL CONDUCTED BY MARYKNOLL SISTERS AT MALABON, A SUB- 


URB OF MANILA. THE TEACHER IS 


SR. M. EUCHARISTA COUPE, OF 


LONSDALE, L, I, N. Y. 
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A Mysterious Race 


By Fr. John L. Foley, of Medford, Mass., now working among the Yaus 
in the Maryknoll Wuchow Mission, South China 

















THIS YAU GIRL GRINDING WHEAT IS NOW A CATHOLIC SISTER, DOING 
INVALUABLE WORK AMONG THOSE OF HER OWN RACE 





NOTHER round table 
conference was in ses- 
O sion in the Old Imperial 
City of Kweilin. The 
=| subject under discussion 
== was not of world-wide 
a. import, but, for the mis- 
sioner, a vital problem. 
How was it possible to walk long dis- 
stances and accumulate the least num- 
ber of blisters? There were many bright 
suggestions. Some that were helpful, 
others that provoked much laughter. 
Finally somebody remembered an old 
Irish missioner saying that it was cus- 
tomary for lads at home to use plenty 
of soap on their socks when on long 
hikes. This seemed worth a trial, for 
within the next thirty-six hours I hoped 
to be fifty miles distant. 











The following morning, long before 
sunrise, I was wending my way over a 
ribbon-like path that zigzagged through 
a maze of submerged rice fields. All 
about me towering mountains of every 
conceivable shape and size rose majes- 
tically from the plains, giving the illu- 
sion of a mighty city. Many of these 
were studded by immense caves, hol- 


lowed out by subterranean rivers in the 
long forgotten past. Towards evening 
the distant mission mud-hut was a wel- 
come sight. 





“On Top of the World”— 

At 3:30 am. I didn’t feel like bless- 
ing the inventor of the alarm clock; yet 
its summons had to be obeyed for there 
were about thirty miles of mountain 
climbing to be done before nightfall. In 
the cool of the early morning the foot- 
hills were reached, and, although not 
high, they seemed to be everywhere. 
The whole section is a labyrinth of hills 
and valleys, with little of it cultivated 
or cultivable. Towards midday I felt 
more like an Alpine climber than a mis- 
sioner. The tramp was forever upwe7ds, 
until we found ourselves “on top of the 
world”. As far as the eye could reach 








WHY NOT? 


Reading that inspires as well as 
entertains will be sought by many 
for their leisure hours this winter. 
Why not anticipate this desire for 
some of your friends by giving 
Maryknoll Books for Christmas? 

See the back cover. 


stretched an ocean of hills with its 
mountainous waves. 

The descent along the precipitous 
mountain side was negotiated without 
serious mishap, only to find that the 
swollen stream had swept away the 
bridge. The baggage carrier said this 
was the first of about thirty streams 
which we would have to wade, so the 
Shen Fu (Spiritual Father) had better 
remove his shoes. The prospect of per- 
forming this ceremony such a number 
of times was not exactly appealing. I 
explained to him that there was a pos- 
sibility of not getting wet, because my 
socks were literally covered with Ivory 
Soap. Judging from his expression, he 
apparently had never heard of the float- 
ing properties of this famous soap. 
Then, with pants rolled up, taking no 
chances, and with the umbrella for a 
staff, I slipped and splashed my way 
across. On the opposite bank a group 
of natives were enjoying the spectacle. 
However, their laughter turned to 
amazement when it was discovered that 
a stream of soap suds was issuing from 
my shoes. One wit remarked that only 
a foreigner could blow bubbles with his 
feet. This sally provoked much merri- 
ment, and when I explained the reason 
for the phenomenon there was another 
howl. Realizing that the joke was on 
me, I joined in, and laughed as heartily 
as they. 

Thus, somewhat moist, we topped the 
last mountain ridge and saw the mis- 
sion of Tu Yang Ch’ao (Earth Nour- 
ishing Channel), nestling on a ledge 
halfway down the mountain side. There 
a few of the Yau Christians, aborigi- 
nes of China, were assembled. 





A Mysterious Race— 

Led by the Mayor, the little band 
came to meet me. After the customary 
salutations I was escorted to the “pala- 
tial suite”, where the evidences of the 
day’s march were removed. On my re- 
appearance the school teacher consti- 
tuted himself my “bodyguard” and “in- 
formation bureau”. 

Like the American Indians the Yaus 
are aborigines. When the people now 
known as the Chinese migrated from the 
West, they found the country already 
inhabited by a race not unlike them- 
selves. For four thouand years the ab- 
origines waged a constant struggle with 
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the ever-encroaching Chinese. The more 
civilized and better organized Chinese 
prevailed, and many tribes were brought 
under subjection. In time the inevitable 
came to pass. The aborigines were grad- 
ually destroyed, or absorbed by the con- 
quering race, or driven to less desirable 
regions of the West. Living during all 
this time in close proximity to a race 
which cultivates literature, the Yaus 
have never learned the art of writing 
their own language. Their origin is 
impenetrably veiled in the mist of the 
past. 





Yau Costumes and Customs— 

The next few days were busy ones, 
curing the ills of which we are heirs, 
hearing confessions, and baptizing the 
babies born since the last visitation. 
Nevertheless I had the opportunity to 
observe a few of the Yaus’ customs. 
Although they have undoubtedly adopted 
many things from the Chinese, the wom- 
en have retained their peculiar dress. 
The patterns are intricate in design, and 
are especially striking in the display of 
color. The wealth of detail is amazing, 
and it requires years to complete the 
embroidery alone. These garments are 
generally worn for the first time at 
tnarriage, and on festive occasions after- 
wards. The headdress is of many shapes 
and designs, the more prevalent seemed 
to be a cone-shaped affair about two 
feet in height, resembling our dunce cap. 

In intelligence they are considered in- 
ferior to the Chinese. Being nomads 
by nature, they are so widely scattered 
that systematic education is almost im- 
possible. Only a few weeks ago the 
Kweilin Mandarin paid a warm tribute 
to the work of the Church, for he 
found the Catholic Yaus the most intel- 
ligent of all the tribes in his district. 
He expressed the hope that the Ameri- 
can Fathers would develop the work 
begun by their French confréres. 





A Yau Patriarch— 

To the missioner the history and cus- 
toms of his people may be interesting, 
but of much more importance is their 
faith, Here God has been pleased to 
reveal to babes things hidden from the 
wise and the prudent. The beautiful 
salutation, “God bless you, Shen Fu,” 
greets him on his arrival, and young 
and old alike kneel to receive his bless- 


OF PEACE, 


ing. The warmth of their greeting 
shows clearly the place the priest holds 
in their affections. For thirty-nine years 
they have been exemplary Catholics, 
and are proud of the fact. 


One old patriarch who has reached 
the four score and ten mark bewailed 
the fact that their little mud chapel 
could only retain a third of their num- 
ber and was so unworthy of the Master. 
After many sacrifices they had gathered 
together the logs and tiles for a new 
chapel, but the poverty of the people 


and the aridity of the land allowed no 
leisure in which to build. Perhaps the 
Shen Fu would help them? It was 
painful to see the look of hopeful ex- 
pectance fade from those old eyes when 
I told him that many of our friends at 
present were not in a position to help. 
But with true Christian fortitude he re- 
plied, “God will find a way.” 


Soon afterwards, with farewells over, 
I turned my steps homeward and “God 
bless you” rang in my ears as I toiled 
up the mountain side. 
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A CHARACTERISTIC YAU DWELLING, WITH WALLS OF LOOSELY WOVEN 
BAMBOO SPLINTS, AND ROOFED WITH “BAMBOO TILES”. THE YAUS 
FEAR THE CAMERA, PROBABLY FOR SUPERSTITIOUS REASONS 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVE GOD ALL THINGS 
WORK TOGETHER FOR GOOD 











COMES our King! 
a manger born! 

Would Christmas mean so much 
to the world had Jesus, the Son of 
God, been born in a glorious pal- 
ace? 

There is no one so lowly who 
cannot look upon his surroundings 
as equal in creature comfort to 
those of the Bethlehem Babe. 

Hail, precious Babe, in lowly 
reverence, with Mary’s nod of ap- 
proval, we press our lips upon Thy 
tiny feet. We marvel as we realize 
that this Fruit of Mary’s womb is 
the Son of God, conceived of the 
Holy Ghost. Venite, adoremus! 


Royalty in 





Unto us a Christ is born; O 
come, let us adore Him! 





E in Whom all fulness dwells, 

and of Whose fulness we have 
all received, is Himself not filled. 
He Who is the head of the body 
of the Church is incomplete with- 
out His members. For it is the 
mystery hidden from ages and 
generations, that God would make 





Advent Reading 


EDITATIONS on Our 

Heavenly Father” is the 
title of a very modest booklet 
edited by the Cloister Branch 
of the Maryknoll Sisters. Its 
unpretentious covering con- 
ceals some writings of rare 
value, which Providence has 
put into the hands of the Sis- 
ters, and which they in turn 
would share with God-seeking 
souls everywhere. 


Every chapter of this little 
book, so sublime in its con- 
tent and withal so simple, is 
inspired with the wondrous 
truths of our relations with 
Our Heavenly Father — rela- 
tions which many of us little 
understand or appreciate. It 
recommends itself admirably 
as appropriate reading for 
this season when we contem- 
plate the Gift of the Father’s 
Love to the world. 


Address orders to: 
Maryknoll Cloister 
Maryknoll, N. Y. 


Price $1.00 














known the riches of His glory by 
calling the nations to be incorpo- 
rated in the Mystical Body of His 
Son. 

In this sense God needs the 
souls of men, not absolutely speak- 
ing, but because He planned and 
willed to need them. In Him we 
are filled indeed, but He is not 
filled in us, nor can He be, until 
we all meet in the unity of faith. 
For this is the measure of the age 
of the fulness of Christ, and, un- 
til it is attained, Our Divine Lord 
necessarily lacks and longs. 

To fill up that Mystical Body by 
converting souls is the object of 
the missions, as it was of the In- 
carnation. 


e 
NGENIOUS in finding new 
ways in which to glorify the 
name of Mary, the Church calls 
on all nature to furnish titles for 
this Queen of Heaven. Thus, we 
hear of Our Lady of Light, of the 
Greenery, of the Olives, of the 


Blackbirds, of the Fields and of 
the Peak. She is the Morning 
Star, the Star of the Sea and the 
Lily of Israel. It is not strange 
then that the sparkling white ves- 
ture with which Earth covers the 
Winter of her desolation should 
give its name to the Immaculate 
Virgin—that she should be called 
Our Lady of the Snows. 

Who does not see a vision of 
heavenly purity in those delicate 
flakes flashing back in sheer white- 
ness the sun’s rays, from the facets 
of microscopic and multiform 
crystals? Who cannot sympathize 
with the Little Flower in her 
prayer for snow on the day of her 
clothing in the habit of Our Lady 
of Mount Carmel? 

Nothing comes more silently 
than snow, yet to the open mind 
it speaks in piercing tones. It tells 
of hearths blessed by Christ’s 
peace, which glow the brighter 
when the snow is on the ground. 
It complains, too, that it, a blessed 
gift from the good God, should 
be, through “man’s inhumanity to 
man”, the occasion of pain to the 
destitute. It incites the missioner 
to spread afar the saving purity 
of doctrine and of life. 

Our Lady of the Snows, pray 
for us! 


This day you shall know that 
the Lord will come, and save 
us; and in the morning you 
shall see His glory. 


ECEMBER the third and De- 

cember the eighth are red- 
marked days on mission calendars 
everywhere. 

Saint Francis Xavier holds firm- 
ly his place in the thoughts of 
apostles, aspirant and actual. His 
accomplishment is the ambition of 
every seeker for souls—a mighty 
sheaf that proves what one man, 
filled with zeal and drawing con- 
stantly on the Grace of God, can 
gather. No twentieth century mis- 
sioner will even hope to approach 
his record. As miracles were mul- 
tiplied when apostles were fev, 


THE LORD HATH MADE KNOWN HIS SALVATION; HE HATH 
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St. Francis Xavier was blessed ex- 
traordinarily because he had to 
work almost single-handed. Today 
missioners are multiplied and from 
each is expected consistent effort 
that should in God’s good time 
bring a bountiful harvest of souls. 

Saint Francis Xavier, find 
strength and opportunity for our 
missioners. 





God so loved the world as 
to give His only begotten Son; 
that whosoever believeth in 
Him may not perish, but may 
have life everlasting. 





OLLOWING close upon the 

Xavier feast comes that of the 
Immaculate Conception —a feast 
dear to Catholic hearts every- 
where, and for a very particular 
reason cherished by Maryknoll, 
because of the spiritual relation- 
ship which the co-founder of 
Maryknoll, Father Price, enjoyed 
with the Immaculate Cenception 
through Bernadette Soubircus, re- 
cently canonized. 

Father Price considered himself 
a slave of the Immaculate Concep- 
tion and of her little protégée, Ber- 
nadette. He it was who, under 
the nom de plume of J. H. Greg- 
ory, produced the English transla- 
tion of the life written by her Su- 
perior. His body lies in the Happy 
Valley Cemetery, Hong Kong. 
Had his full wish been fulfilled, it 
would be at Nevers; but realizing 
that this was not practicable he ar- 
ranged that his heart should find 
a place near the Saint’s remains, 
and today a smail tablet on the 
sanctuary wall of the Convent 
Chapel marks its resting place. 
The Immaculate Conception and 
her little Bernadette will surely 
protect Maryknoll and its friends. 





And the Word was made 
flesh and dwelt among us, full 
of grace and truth. 





MINDFUL of bitter need among 
many, Maryknoll has tried, es- 
pecially since the depression, to 


REVEALED HIS 


minimize appeals for help. To 
eliminate them would mean to sus- 
pend our work, to its serious and 
perhaps lasting injury. And we 
are convinced that this is not nec- 
essary, since there are people— 





THE NATIVITY, BY GIULIO RO.- 

MANO (1492-1546). THE ORIGINAL 

IS IN THE NATIONAL GALLERY, 
LONDON 


HAPPY Mother, happy bevond all 

thought! She has seen the Face of 
Jesus, and He smiled into her face. O 
sweet Babe of Bethlehem, when shall 
we too kneel before Thy Face? When 
shall we see Thee smile, smile on us our 
welcome into heaven?—From “Bethle- 
hem”, by Father Faber. 


Catholics in faith and heart— 
whose income does allow them the 
opportunity to serve the world- 
wide cause of Christ by temporal 
as well as by spiritual alms. 

One of the two appeals which 
we must continue is that which we 
have come to designate as “The 
Handful of Straw’ —an Advent 
call for the sustenance of a Mary- 
knoller—at one dollar a day, for 





whatever period can be covered. 
Happily the response so far has 
been substantial and gratifying, if 
not adequate. This year may we 
express the hope that it will be 
both substantial and adequate? 
With a largely increased number 
of subscribers to THE FieLp Arar, 
we have reason to expect an in- 
crease in the number of our co- 
apostles. So, dear friend, kindly 
keep in mind the handful of straw 
for Maryknoll!. 





For while all things were in 
quiet silence and the night was 
in the midst of her course, 
Thy Almighty Word leapt 
down from heaven from Thy 
royal throne. 


—— 


66 T\ISTANCE lends enchant- 

ment.’ It did indeed vest 
with mystic glamor that vision of 
the old backyard when the moon 
rose over the ash can, but distance 
lends other moods as well. It lends 
forgetfulness, indifference, uncon- 
cern. 

Who among us but would be 
touched to the heart on finding a 
person dying in the street? How 
he would hasten to summon aid; 
how happy he would be to discov- 
er that this soul had never been 
baptized, but wished to be. What 
a privilege—to usher a soul into 
Heaven! Enchanting! 

Alas, the opportunity to which 
we here refer is not so near, it is 
thousands of miles away. And we 
cannot lend succor directly, we 
cannot pour the saving water with 
our own hands; we must use a 
delegate, a priest or Sister who 
has gone to China, Japan, Korea. 

And so, distance takes all the 
enchantment out of it. 

We hear an appeal in a church 
to help maintain missionaries 
among the pagans, but they’re so 
terribly far away, on the other side 
of the earth, just about under our 
feet. 

And who cares about what’s un- 
der his feet—unless perchance it 
be a rainy, muddy day! 


JUSTICE IN THE SIGHT OF THE GENTILES. 
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CHRISTMAS SNOWS LIE DEEP ON JUNG KANG, A THRIVING FRONTIER 

TOWN OF NORTHERN KOREA WHERE MARYKNOLL’S FR, PATRICK 

CLEARY, OF ITHACA, N. Y., pag es KNOWN TO MANY THE GOS- 
PEL STORY 





A Korean Christmas Play 
CHRISTMAS play, however 
amateurish, rarely fails to grip 

the heart, because there filters 
through some glimmer of the most 
radiantly beautiful Story the world 
has ever known, the Story by 
which it was revealed to man that 
God is Love. In the following ac- 
count Father George M. Carroll, 
of City Island, New York, N. Y., 


now pastor of the Maryknoll Ma- 
san mission in Korea, tells of a 
Nativity Play in a pagan land, the 
Christmas Story made even more 
poignantly touching by the sur- 
rounding darkness and shadow of 
death. Father Carroll says: 

On Christmas Eve the Christians from 
the outstations began arriving early, and 
I was kept busy hearing confessions 
right up to midnight. 
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CHRISTMAS AT THE LOTING ORPHANAGE, SOUTH CHINA 


After night prayers we had our 
Christmas play which, because of the 
crowd, was held out on the playground 
“under the light of the stars” and some 
Japanese lanterns. The actors were our 
Masan school children. The play was 
mostly pantomine, the words of the Gos- 
pel of St. Luke explaining each scene 
as it appeared. It was a beautiful sight. 
All the pagans in the neighborhood were 
present, and I prayed that the Christ- 
mas Story might make an impression 
on those “still sitting in darkness and 
the shadow of death’. The Christ Child 
was a real baby, and he behaved very 
well. 

Five Baptisms took place just before 
Midnight Mass, which found our little 
chapel much too small for the crowd. 

On Christmas morning the other two 
Masses were also well attended. Bene- 
diction followed the last Mass, and then 
the Christians came in groups to salute 
the pastor before leaving for home. 
Some of them had walked forty miles 
in the cold in order to be at the mission 
for the Feast. A busy but a most happy 
day ended for me at about 9.00 p.m., 
when I was left to myself. It was the 
first time that I had ever been alone on 
Christmas Day, but I was far from 
lonely for I had with me the memory 
of a thousand evidences of gratitude 
and affection shown to me throughout 
the Feast by my adopted people. 





A Mighty Chorus 
ROM Father Leo W. Sweeney, 
M.M., of New Britian, Conn., 
comes the following brief but tell- 
ing account of a Chinnampo Christ- 
mas in the Maryknoll Korean Mis- 
sion: 

Our Christmas here in Chinnampo 
was a very happy one. We baptized a 
group of seventy-three catechumens the 
day before the Feast, and close to seven 
hundred received Holy Communion at 
the Midnight Mass. 

The Christians and school children 
(most of whom are pagans) paraded 
all over town Christmas Eve singing 
Christmas hymns and carrying paper 
lanterns. There were over 1,200 in 
line and they did not spare their voices. 
When they assembled in front of the 
church after the procession they sang 
like one person, a mighty chorus that 
would rival the angel choirs in volume. 
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Boyhood Dreams Fulfilled 

At Sin Pin in the Maryknoll 

Manchukuo field, where the 
late Father Francis A. Bridge, of 
Midland, Pa., worked so valiantly 
for God and souls, his successor, 
Father Gerard A. Donovan, of 
Pittsburg, Pa., would not exchange 
his little chapel for the most gor- 
geous cathedral in Christendom. 
He writes: 

We knew what Christsmas Eve would 
be like, and were not disappointed. Our 
Masses, Baptisms, confessions, a fun- 
eral, visitors, and the Breviary—not to 
mention a few odd meals—took up 
every minute of the day. By nightfall 
there were about two hundred on the 
compound. All who wanted to attend 
the Midnight Mass had to come before 
dark, and stay until morning. I had 
given orders that no bells were to be 
rung at midnight, but two youngsters 
had conveniently not heard the order, 
and they raised the welkin before I 
could stop them. 

My co-worker, Father Edward A. 
Weis, of Milwaukee, Wis., sang the 
Mass, and I only wish I could find 
words to describe the scene to you. Our 
little chapel is a gem by candlelight, 
even if the strong light of day does 
show it to be a bit crude. The hushed, 
expectant Christians, the straw-thatched 
crib, the snowy white linens of the altar, 
and red-cassocked, slant-eyed altar boys, 
all these were a perfect setting for the 
Midnight Mass of the missioner’s boy- 
hood dreams, and he would not trade it 
for the most gorgeous cathedral in 
Christendom. 

After the three Masses there was a 
real Christmas feast, and it was three 
o’clock when we turned in for a few 
winks, all too few, before the new day 
began. Fr. Weis brought Communion 
to some of our sick folk in the morning 
and I said my three Masses, followed 
by Benediction, and more Baptisms. 
Then we tried to snatch forty winks, 
but the cook insisted that we get up and 
eat a Christmas dinner. 





The Babe of Bethlehem 
Comes to Chikkai 
THE peculiar beauty of a Holy 
Night in subtropical South Chi- 
na lends poetry to the prose of 
Father John J. Tierney, of New 


aryknoll Trail 

















MARYKNOLL-IN-KOREA CHRISTMAS CHEER. THE MISSIONERS ARE FR. 
MICHAEL WALSH, OF BOSTON, MASS. (LEFT); FR. THOMAS RAY, OF 


PEABODY, MASS.; FR. JAMES RAY, 


OF NEW YORK, N. Y.; AND FR. 


JOSEPH GIBBONS, OF YONKERS, N. Y. 


York City, pastor of Chikkai in 
the Maryknoll Kongmoon mission 
field. Father Tierney describes as 
follows the Chikkai celebration of 
the Great Feast: 

Days had been spent in scrubbing, 
washing, and dusting the chapel, and 
paper flowers had been worked by will- 
ing hands eager to do something to 
make the House of God more attractive 
for the Advent of His Divine Son. 


Long strings of paper decorations had 
been bought out of the meagre earnings 
of poor women who carry as much as 
one hundred and fifty pounds over a 
distance of eight or ten miles for less 
than twenty cents gold. 

It was the Saint Rose of Lima Circle 
that had made the renovation and en- 
largement of the Chikkai church pos- 
sible. It formerly had but twelve 
benches, while now it boasted of twen- 
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ty-four and a new facade. New win- 
dows, painted spotlessly white, with 
new shutters of emerald green, had re- 
placed the ant-eaten ones. 

The Occidental Christmas is enhanced 
by Santa Claus and plenty of snow, but 
here there is no Santa and no snow, so 
God gives sunshine and flowers instead. 
Only the Oriental skies can perfectly 
reflect the beauty of a setting sun, and, 
when the moon tops the hills in a cloud- 
less sky and all is settled for the night, 
then even the Vale of Avoca must ad- 
mit defeat before the glory and quiet 


The Crib, simple yet beautiful, was 
all set. Paper lanterns of different 
shades had been strung on a wire be- 
fore the altar. 

At Midnight Mass all those present 
received the Savior: in Holy Commun- 
ion. A sermon followed on the Story 
of Bethlehem; and after Mass the 
Christians had a slight meal. The sec- 
ond Mass, for those who could not at- 
tend at midnight, followed at five in 
the morning. The third Mass was at 
an out-station some three miles away. 
There, too, all received their Savior in 


tion of the Most Blessed Sacrament, 
and then took the Blessed Sacrament 
back to Chikkai fo. another Benediction 
later. At Chikkai, tceo, a family was 
ready for Baptism, so the Infant Sav- 
ior had a few more adorers at His Crib. 
It was a big day in the history of the 
Chikkai mission, for God had blessed 
two families with the light of the True 
Faith. May He in His Mercy bestow 
this most precious of all gifts on so 
many others still in pagan darkness and 
the shadow of death. 
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A SECTION OF THE CROWD ASSEMBLED LAST CHRISTMAS FOR THE OPENING OF SAINT JOSEPH’S CHURCH 


AT TAAI WAAN IN THE MARYKNOLL WUCHOW FIELD, SOUTH CHINA. 


FR. FRANCIS MACRAE, OF WAKEFIELD, 


MASS., THE PASTOR, ERECTED THE BUILDINGS ON THE TAAI WAAN COMPOUND WITH DONATIONS RECEIVED 

FROM THE BOSTON PROPAGATION OF THE FAITH OFFICE; SAINT JOSEPH’S PARISH IN WAKEFIELD, MASS., 

AND A FRIEND IN CALIFORNIA. FR. MACRAE; HIS ASSISTANT, FR. ARTHUR CUNNEEN, OF FRAMINGHAM, 
MASS.; AND LOCAL OFFICIALS ARE SEATED ON THE PLATFORM IN THE BACKGROUND 


grandeur that enshrouds the Orient. In- 
deed, it would seem as though the lion 
had lain down with the lamb, and peace 
had finally come to man. Such was the 
night that awaited the coming of the 
Babe of Bethlehem to the little town of 
Chikkai. 


Holy Communion. Once again the Story 
of Bethlehem was told, and after Mass 
breakfast was served, and eaten with a 
relish that only a long fast can produce. 

After breakfast a family was waiting 
to be received into the Church. Fol- 
lowing their reception, I gave Benedic- 


Gifts of Eggs, Cakes, and 
Firecrackers 
HE Christ Child must have 
known that a large gathering 
would come for the celebration of 
His Birthday to Pingnam, mother- 


A SANCTIFIED DAY HATH SHONE UPON US; 
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mission of the Maryknoll Wuchow 
field. So He sent very warm 
weather, since, as in His own case, 
adequate quarters and covering 
were lacking to some. Father 
Thomas V. Kiernan, of Cortland, 
N.Y., pastor at Pingnam, recorded 
in the following lines an exhaust- 
ing but extremely happy experi- 
cence: 

We had scarcely finished dinner on 
Christmas Eve when the Christians 
and catechumens began to arrive in 
large groups, coming immediately to the 
priests’ room for the usual grecting. 
With the guests came gifts, not gold, 
frankincense and myrrh, but eggs, cakes 
and firecrackers. A few pagan friends 
in town, including the magistrate, sent 
greetings and firecrackers. 

Our visitors were mostly catechu- 
mens, who outnumbered the old Chris- 
tians three to one. We totalled over 
six hundred for the Feast. 

The chapel had been decorated by the 
resident Christians, the Crib being the 
work of the native nun in charge of the 
women’s catechumenate. 

At the conclusion of Midnight Mass 
the people sang their famous hymn of 
many verses, each ending in a refrain 
which included several Alleluias. There 
were discordant notes, but the singers 
nevertheless carolled with great sim- 
plicity and earnestness. It was two a.m. 
before we went to bed. 


‘All Same Indian” 

By Fr. James Ryan Hughes, M.M., 

of Philadelphia, Pa. 

HE annual Micmac Indian 

Mission of six days in prepa- 
ration for the Feast of Saint Ann, 
their “grandmother’’, was preached 
this year by a Maryknoller, Father 
Ryan Hughes. Over a hundred 
and fifty Indians gathered in wig- 
wams on Chapel Island, Nova 
Scotia, for the occasion. Father 
Hughes had lived on a Micmac 
reservation for seven years and 
gone to school with the Indians. 
“All same Indian”, was their word 
of approval. 

Chief Francis, in the picture, is 
wearing a silver medal and chain 
presented to a Micamc Chief by 
Louis XV of France. Next year 
will be the bi-centenary of the ar- 
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fee ae BERNARD F. MEYER, OF DAVENPORT, IOWA, SUPERIOR OF 


HE MARYK 


NOLL WUCHOW INDEPENDENT MISSION IN SOUTH CHINA, 


DISTRIBUTES CHRISTMAS ete YOUNGER MEMBERS OF THE 
K 


rival in Acadia of the great apos- 
tle to the Micmacs, Pére Maillard, 
of the Paris Foreign Mission So- 
ciety. The combined catechism, 
prayer book, and hymnal which he 
composed in hieroglyphics is still 
in use. It held the Indians in the 
Faith during more than a century 
of Protestant propaganda, in the 
absence of priests except at long 
intervals. 


This book, the only Indian hiero- 
glyphic literature except that found 
among the Krees, was first written 
by hand, and a century later pub- 
lished in printed form by the Leo- 
poldine Society of Vienna. It has 
lately been reprinted in Canada 
through the care of the great mod- 
ern Micmac missioner, Pére Paci- 
fique, a Capuchin of Restigouche, 
Quebec. 























CHIEF MATTHEW FRANCIS OF THE MICMAC INDIANS, HIS WIFE, AND 

OTHER MEMBERS OF HIS FAMILY, WITH FATHER RYAN HUGHES, M.M., 

AT CHAPEL (“GOD’S WIGWAM”) ISLAND IN THE GULF OF SAI NT 
LAWRENCE OFF NOVA SCOTIA 


COME YE GENTILES, AND ADORE THE LORD; 
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Sleigh Riding in Manchukuo 


By Fr. Sylvio R. Gilbert, of Webster, Mass., pastor of Tung-Hua, 
Maryknoll in Manchuland 

















MR. MIOSHI, A FINE CATHOLIC GENTLEMAN AND A TEACHER OF ART 
IN THE FUSHUN MIDDLE SCHOOL, MANCHUKUO, BRINGS HIS JAPANESE 
PUPILS TO VISIT THE MARYKNOLL CHINESE MISSION IN THAT CITY 


STILL had part of my 
Breviary to recite, 
when a farmer came in 
from a village twenty- 
two miles distant, and 
asked me to administer 
the Last Sacraments 
to a sick man. 

The catechist prepared my Mass 
kit, the farmer harnessed my sled, 
and meanwhile the cook gathered 
together a pair of chopsticks, a 
pinch of salt to season the native 
food, some cocoa, and a few Chi- 
nese cakes. By that time I had 
finished my Breviary for the day, 
and we were soon sledding along 
the river. 

As it was getting dark and it 
would in any case be impossible to 
reach the sick man that night, I 
decided to stop at a Christian's 
house about seven miles from 
Tung-Hua. 








“Luxuries” — 

When I entered the house, the 
children of the family were enjoy- 
ing their evening meal. All three 


were digging into one large bowl 
of corn mush. The baby, one year 
old, could not as yet manipulate 
chopsticks, and was making use of 
nature’s own instruments, eating 
away by tiny fistfuls. Meanwhile 
his older brother and sister, bent 
on losing no time and forgetting 
all rules of etiquette, raised the 
bowl of mush under their chins 
and, plying their chopsticks furi- 
ously, gulped the food down as 








An Unusual Cpportunity 


SMALL group of English 

speaking Sisters of Char- 
ity directed by an American, 
Sister Mary Reeves, are doing 
a special diocesan work in 
Paris. 


They are residing at 56 
Rue d’Assas in a convenient 
section of the city, and are 
prepared to accommodate a 
few ladies who would appreci- 
ate the advantages, spiritual 
and temporal, of a convent 
home. Any one interested may 
write directly to Sister Reeves. 











FOR THIS DAY A GREAT LIGHT 


fast as their throats would allow 
it to slip through. 

Finally the five-year-old lad 
spoke up and said, “I was over to 
see you the other day.” 

“Do you know me?” T asked. 

“Of course,” answered the child 
simply. “You're the Shem Fu (Spir- 
itual Father), you’re the Church.” 

In anticipation of my stay at this 
house I had bought a bag of pea- 
nuts and some hard candy. This 
was no small treat for these young- 
sters, as Chinese farmers cannot 
afford to spend money on such 
luxuries for their children, much 
as they love them. About an hour 
later my little lad complained of 
a tummy ache. He rolled over on 
the k’ang (brick oven bed), and 
was soon asleep. 


Twenty-two Below Zero— 


The following morning I woke 
at four o’clock, and got the sled 
ready. We still had fifteen miles 
to go before reaching the sick man. 
In order to make better time the 
Christian farmer hitched a third 
animal to the pali or sled, and we 
drove off in a starry but moonless 
interval before dawn. The weather 
was more than invigorating, the 
temperature being twenty-two be- 
low zero. To keep from freezing 
in spite of the furs in which I was 
bundled, I slid now and then off 
the edge of the sled and ran along- 
side, sometimes picking up a hand- 
ful of snow and rubbing my face 
with it. 

Four hours later we reached our 
destination. We were surprised to 
find that the sick man had just fin- 
ished a hearty breakfast and had 
almost fully recovered. He was 
still feeble, but this was due most- 
ly to his advanced age, he was 
eighty-one. I anointed the fervent 
old Christian though he was not 
in immediate danger of death, 
since these days we can never be 
sure of being able to reach our 
out-missions, owing to the bandit- 
soldiers, the soldier-bandits, and 
what not. Since it was Sunday 
we said the rosary together. Our 
breakfast consisted of a cup of 
cocoa, two bowls of rice, two slices 
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of dry bread, and some Chinese 
cakes. 


Steamed Dough— 

On the journey back home, I 
stopped at a restaurant and bought 
some steamed dough. This dough 
is a sort of biscuit, wholly unappe- 
tizing to a newcomer, but consid- 
ered a delicate dish by the natives. 

My farmer companion divided 
his share of the dough into three 
portions, two of which he kept for 
his little ones at home. It meant 
a real sacrifice on his part, and I 
realized that this Chinese father 
loved his children just as much as 
any fond parent in my native 
United States. 


Sleigh Riding Opportunities— 

Shortly before dark I was back 
in Tung-Hua, I had traveled thir- 
ty-three miles on a sled. If you 
like sleigh riding, Manchukuo will 
appeal to you. 

In the summer I ride muleback. 
A horse, of course, is preferable 
to a mule for easy riding, but it 
eats more and it is less hardy. 
Someday, “when I get rich”, I 
may buy a horse; but I think it is 
the missioner’s lot to be poor. 
After all, poverty is more in con- 
formity to the Gospel, and who 
more than the missioner should 
give the example of the following 
of Christ? 


Mission Results 


NATURAL and not unusual 

question asked us today con- 
cerns the number of converts made 
by Maryknoll missioners. “Is the 
result satisfying ?” 

We can reply: More than sat- 
isfying ; surprising in some locali- 
ties, quite satisfying in others, and 
disappointing in comparatively 
few. Some fields have a consider- 
able advantage over others, and 
today this is undoubtedly true of 
our Korean Prefecture, which has 
increased its Catholic population 
since Maryknoll took charge in 
1923 from 3,000 to 12,000. Each 
missioner can be credited in this 


prefecture with nearly one hun- 
dred adult converts a year, arid the 
number is growing steadily. 

In the sector of South China 
where Father Meyer has been till- 
ing what seemed to be a barren 
field, surprising results are begin- 
ning to appear. But results cannot 
be always measured in actual fig- 
ures. There may be few conver- 
sions while prejudices are being 
overcome and the soil is being pre- 
pared for later fruitage. In such 
instances the missioner has not the 
joy of seeing results, but he knows 
that his effort will not be wasted. 
In patience he prays and sows. 

To pray—for his own soul and 
for conversions—and to make sac- 
rifices to this end is his first con- 
cern; but, as a missioner who is 
sent to search and find sheep not 
of the fold, he sees a further duty. 
He watches for opportunities and 


moves about to find them. He can- 
not wait for those who sit in dark- 
ness to approach him and seek 
light. He must throw the light in- 
to their darkened souls — else he 
fails. But, if notwithstanding con- 
stant, persevering effort, he finds 
himself with a poor record of con- 
verts—he will not be anxious. God 
gives the harvest in His own good 
time. 


A SPONSOR CATECHISM 


WHO ?—Anybody. 

WHAT ?—Who supports a missioner 
(or a Maryknoll student). 

WHERE?—In the Orient (or in 
United States Maryknolls). 

WHEN ?—For one day. 

HOW ?—By one dollar. 

WHY?—For souls, redeemed by 
Christ. 

















FR. GILBERT AND SOME OF HIS TUNG-HUA CHRISTIANS. SEVERAL OF 
THESE CHINESE GIRLS APPEAR TO BE DECIDEDLY CAMERA SHY 


HATH DESCENDED UPON THE EARTH. 
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THE OLD MONK WENT DOWN TO WALK BY THE RIVER, WHERE HE 
WATCHED THE PLAY OF MOONLIGHT ON THE MIGHTY BORE RIDING 
IN FROM THE OCEAN 


H’ U YUAN was very old 
and very wise, and conse- 
quently much venerated by 
his brother monks in the 
Buddhist monastery which 
he had entered as a novice 
nearly three quarters of a 
century ago. But the old 
Chinese was even wiser than 
his companions thought, he 
was wise enough to suspect that con- 
cerning the things which really mat- 
tered he knew nothing. 

Tonight he had been restless in his 
cell and so had gone down to walk by 
the river, where he had watched for a 
long time the play of moonlight on the 
mighty bore riding in from the ocean. 
Before him a pagoda raised its grace- 
ful curves above the trees, silhouetted 
against a still sky. The thought came 
to Ch’ u Yuan that he must soon leave 
all this dear familiar beauty, and he 
experienced a great sadness. He had 
no real faith in Buddhist teachings con- 
cerning the future life, and, in any case, 
the idea of Nirvana had no appeal to 
something fundamentally alive and vital 
in the old monk’s soul. Words from a 
poem written by a Chinese courtier four 
ccuturies before the birth of Christ 
came to his mind: 

“O Soul, go not to the East, 

To the stlent Valley of Sunrise” 





Was the final word of all this great 
universe emptiness? He could not be- 
lieve it, yet what did he know, how 
should he find the Way, the Truth, and 
the Life? 





Going his lonely road and wrapped in 
che bitterness of these thoughts, Ch’ u 
Yuan’s attention was suddenly drawn to 
a light in the depth of the woods. It 
must be where the Lord of Heaven 
Church was, he thought. But it was 
now almost midnight. Strange that the 








THE MISSIONER’S 
CHRISTMAS 


MERICAN missions 


look forward all the 
year to Christmas res 
membrances from the 
folks at home. 
you a foreign missioner 
on your Christmas list? 


Have 
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ers in the Orient *} 


Your gift to the misz 
sions is a gift to Christ. 


foreign priest should hold a service at 
this hour. 

As he watched the light it suddenly 
appeared to spread into a warm glow, 
not the fierce radiance of a fire, but 
rather resembling the splendor of a sun- 
set, and it was shot through with some- 
thing alive, like the flashing of white 
wings. This glow rose into the heavens 
above the woods, the wondering old 
man saw a great star appear at its heart, 
and he was positive that he caught the 
strains of a divinely beautiful melody. 
He recalled later that the pagoda was 
shut out from all this glory, and 
shrouded in complete blackness. The 
strange vision woke no fear at all in his 
soul, but he was aware of a joy quite 
unlike anything he had experienced in 
his long existence, a joy which was also 
an ineffable peace. 





So unusual was the old monk’s state of 
mind that he experienced no surprise 
when he suddenly heard beside him the 
voice of a child, and looking down saw 
a diminutive maiden, tightly clasping in 
chubby arms a gaily dressed doll. 

“Are you going too to see the Little 
Jesus?” she piped in her sweet treble 
and slipped a tiny hand trustingly into 
his. 

“Why, who are you, little one?” asked 
Ch’ uw’ Yuan. “What are you doing out 
alone at this hour of the night and Who 
is this Jesus you are going to see?” 

“My name is Malia (Mary), poor, 
poor man,” she answered. “Don’t you 
really know Who Jesus is? Then I am 
so sorry for you, because the Shen Fu 
(Spiritual Father) told us that the peo- 
ple who do not know Jesus are lots 
more unhappy than the blind man beg- 
ging by the roadside. He is God, and 
if we know and love and serve Him we 
will go and live with Him for always 
in heaven where the angels are. My 
mother and father are there, and only 
grandmother is in our home. She does 
not know I have come out. She is so 
old, you see, that she cannot come out 
in the night to see the Crib where Little 
Jesus lies. But I could not wait till 
morning, I had to give Jesus His pres- 
ent. The Shen Fu said we ought to of- 
fer Him the most precious thing we 
had, so I am bringing Him my doll, 
Peach Blossom.” 

“Listen, Malia,” said the monk with 


AND THE WORD WAS MADE FLESH, 
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a curious eagerness, “do you see a great 
Star above the woods and hear soft 
music?” 

“Of course,” answered the child sim- 
ply. “I see the Star of Bethlehem and 
hear the angels singing, Glory be to God 
in the highest, and on earth peace to 
men of good will. Do you know that I 
am named after the Blessed Virgin, the 
Mother of Jesus? But come, and I 


will show you where He lies.” 
* * * * *k * 


’ 


The Christians had gone to rest for 
a few hours after the Midnight Mass 
and Father O’Day was finishing his 
Thanksgiving when he noticed standing 
before the Crib a strange man clad in 
the garb of a Buddhist monk and, hold- 
ing him tightly by the hand, a small 
girl whom he was amazed to recognize 
as the orphaned Malia. 

The child pointed a tiny index finger 
at the Crib and explained in her own 
words The Christmas Story. “He is 
God, you know,” she told her new friend. 
“When He grew up to be a man He 
died because He loved us so much. It 
was the only way He could take us to 
heaven. I like you. I want Jesus to 
love you, too.” 

Wondering, the American missioner 
joined the visitors to the Crib. It was 
not long before Ch’ u Yuan had ex- 
plained his coming, and was asking 
seemingly endless questions. While he 
heard of That Way, That Truth, and 
That Life Which had been the object 
of all his seeking, Malia laid her pre- 
cious offering in the Christ Child’s arms. 
Then the old monk led his small friend, 
now too sleepy to talk, back to her 
grandmother’s house. 





When he had returned to his own cell 
he did not lie down to rest, but read 
until dawn the Story of Jesus in Chi- 
nese, which the foreign Shen Fu had 
given him. He held too in his fingers 
the Lord of Heaven beads and read the 
prayer to Holy Malia, Mother of God. 

For the first time since he had entered 
the monastery Ch’ u Yuan’s place was 
empty during the morning meditation. 
He had put on garments belonging to a 
dead beggar whom the monks had har- 
bored in his last illness, and was hasten- 
ing through the woods towards the 
Lord of Heaven Church. 

His little friend had said, “We must 


OD’S gift to us is Jesus. Our 
gift to God is what? 








offer to Jesus the most precious thing 
we have.” Well, he was bringing to 
this God of Life and Love the robes of 
his former office and the consideration 
in which men had held him. Was it not 
worth while to give all for All? 





“Did you not find it strange that after 





so many years of meditaticn and study 
a little girl should reveal to you the 
True God?” Father O’Day asked later 
of Ch’ u Yuan. 

But the aged convert shook his head, 
a gentle smile lighting the common 
sense of his wise old Chinese face. “Is 
it not known to all men,” he asked, 
“that two extremes meet? Since God 
is infinitely Great, how can we find and 
meet Him until we make ourselves like 
a little child, infinitely small?” 


WHEN CH ’U YUAN HAD RETURNED TO HIS OWN CELL HE READ UNTIL 
DAWN THE STORY OF JESUS, AND HELD IN HIS FINGERS THE LORD 
OF HEAVEN BEADS 


AND DWELT AMONG US. 
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Christmas Comes to Sisters of Maryknoll 


HE mission- 

ary spirit and 
the Christmas 
spirit are broth- 
ers, for they are 
both born of the 
joy of Christ’s 
coming. And 
when these two 
“set together” in 
the out of the 





Chinese, each one 
was made happy 
with a little apron 
or handkerchief 
and a few goodies.” 





In Fushun, 
Manchukuo— 
‘A day of joy! 
Midnight Mass, 
followed by two 


way places of 
the earth on De- 
cember 25th— 
what gladness is 


MOTHERHOUSE preparations for Christmas include efforts to 

understudy Santa Ciaus. Between now and December 25th, 
when you are wondering ‘“‘what in the world” to give and “where 
in the world” to get it, turn to 


more Masses. Then 
the Lantern Pro- 
cession of Mary- 
knoll Sisters, Na- 





there! 
Oneofthe 
Maryknoll Sis- 
terswhohas 
been long on the 
missions writes, 
“Why do we al- 
ways chronicle 
in detail what we 
do on Christ- 
mas? No doubt 
because every 
year each mis- 
sion house feels 
it has experi- 
enced the best 
Christmas po s- 
sible.” And so 
the Mother- 


November {1st 5 ' , 5 ; 


THE MARYKNOLL SISTERS’ CHRISTMAS DISPLAY 


49 East 47th Street 
New York City 





And if you are giving up hope of finding just the right 
Christmas card—don’t. For cards that are lovely in color, beauti- 
ful in format and Christian in sentiment send to 
THE MARYKNOLL SISTERS 
Maryknoll Convent 233 


December 25th 


Linens, silks, lacquer ware, dolls, toys and novelties, gifts of every description from 
China, Korea, Manchuria and the Philippine Islands, 


Maryknoll, N. Y. 


Madonna Christmas Cards.............000 12 for $1.00 
Madonna Book DIGS. o.soi6 sc ocicscscc+eceee 12 for 50¢ 


tive Novices and 
children of the cat- 
echumenate to the 
three cribs; then a 
rice and pork treat 
for all. At ten 
o’clock a Pon- 
tifical High Mass 
with a triple wel- 
come from Mon- 
signor Lane to Ko- 
reans, Japanese, 
and Chinese—all in 
their own tongue. 
Every one happy, 
every one with 
gifts, even the 
Church richer for 
the present of 














house hears 
yearly of how her distant daugh- 
ters spend their Christmas. Now, 
if you would like to know what 
some of the Maryknoll Sisters will 
be doing this Yuletide, you have 
only to follow us back through the 
calendar to another December 25th. 
In Yeungkong, South China— 
“Midnight Mass, a Missa Cantata 
sung by the children and Sisters, was 
well attended. Before the Mass “An- 
gels We Have Heard on High” was 
sung in Chinese. Poinsettas and other 
flowers were plentiful this year, so the 
altar and sanctuary were beautifully 
decorated. As there was only one priest 
here we did not have three Masses at 
midnight, but Father came to our con- 
vent chapel immediately after the Mass 
at church and said a second Mass. Not 


ALL FLESH SHALL SEE THE SALVATION 


a sound could be heard to break the 
peace and quiet of the night while 
Christ was being born again on our 
altar. 

“After Mass we visited the three 
cribs and prayed for all Maryknollers 
and all ‘our own’, far and near. As 
there are only three Sisters here, each 
of us had the privilege of preparing one 
of these cribs. At 7:30 we had the third 
Mass at church, after which the moth- 
ers and their children came to the con- 
vent to get a little treat of sweets done 
up in Chinese fashion in red and green 
paper. 

“Later in the morning we went to 
‘The Home’ where all the blind chil- 
dren and grannies gathered around the 
crib to pray for their benefactors and, 
after some Christmas hymns sung in 


twenty brand new 
catechumens !” 
In Loting, South China— 

“Today is ‘Ye So Shing Taan’ (Jesus’ 
Holy Birthday). Our little native girls’ 
choir sang the Mass “Cum Jubi/o” in 
Latin, and several carols in Chinese. 
Our twelve oldest children compose the 
choir; the senior is twelve, the junior, 
eight. How happy it must make the 
Heart of our Infant Saviour when He 
comes down to find these little ones 
with their joyful voices praising and 
loving Him amidst so much paganism. 

“The women and children enjoyed a 
Christmas feast of sweet potatoes, a 
real delicacy for them! Among the 
Sisters’ surprises was a gift of hand- 
kerchiefs from the Chinese Magistrate 
and his wife.” 


OF GOD. 
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N South China ours is always a “green 

Christmas”—very much, I think, like 
the first Christmas. Jack Frost threat- 
ens frequently, but seldom does us much 
harm. 

Our Christians arrive the day before, 
all on foot. Many, like the Holy Fam- 
ily, have spent more than one weary 
day over mountain, valley, and stony 
paths, seeking shelter in wayside inns. 
Only a few can walk to the river and 
float down in little boats. 

More than three hundred who last 
year kept the pagan festival of the win- 
ter solstice have since received the sav- 
ing waters. They are a little awkward 
in church and stand back rather diff- 
dently, but their elder brothers in Christ 
are glad to explain the significance of 
the crib and the rest. 

After supper together, there are big 
kettles of boiling water for the evening 
bath, then the call to chapel. The cate- 
chumens here for the first time have 
not yet caught the idea of reverence, 
and rush in pell-mell to get places on 
the few benches. But they learn quick- 
ly, and the example of the older Chris- 
tians who file in after them is not lost. 
Night prayers are said in lusty unison, 
then there is a sermon, followed by con- 
fessions. 

Space for the night is at a premium. 
Brick and concrete do not seem to daunt 
them, although all they have under them 
is a thin straw mat. This of the men; 
I presume the same is true of the la- 
dies over in the women’s quarters, which 
are separated from this side by the 
chapel and a brick wall. 

The town has been 
combed for quilts, which 
may be rented at four 
cents a night. Each quilt 
must do for at least two, 
even three or four, if 
bodies are small and the 
quilt large. The priest or 
catechist picks his way 
around among the re- 
cumbent forms, with an 
eye to the possibility of 
squeezing in another here 
or there, or he adminis- 
ters a mild rebuke to 








Christmas At CHuchow 


By the Very Rev. Bernard F. Meyer, M.M., of Davenport, lowa 


someone who isn’t playing the game and 
wants a whole quilt to himself. 

They seem easily satisfied, good-na- 
tured and uncomplaining; but it helps 
much if the missioner himself goes 
about, patient, attentive, with now and 
then the question, “Are you comfort- 
able?” or a word of deprecation regard- 
ing the poverty of accommodations. He 
thus shows himself a good host, and 
the guests are made comfortable in spir- 
it , if not in body. 

The bell for Midnight Mass brings 
all to their feet, and with faces washcd 
and tongues scraped, they file into the 
chapel. The missioner has the privilege 
of saying his three Masses in succession 
at midnight, and the people remain for all. 

At the first streak of dawn they are 
up again, and go to the chapel for 
morning prayers; that is, all except the 
cooks, who in this case are men. Cater- 
ing here is a comparatively simple mat- 
ter, and four or five prepare the food 
for several hundred persons. There 
are no cakes or pies to bake, only sim- 
ple dishes that may be cooked in the 
round Chinese pan that does for kettle 
or frying-pan, as the need may be. Last 
night’s was an ordinary meal, this morn- 
ing they are to have a feast. So in 
come great chunks of pork, a forty- 
pound fish caught last night in the riv- 
er, fresh soy bean checse, dried mush- 
rooms, green vegetables, soy bean sauce, 
flavorings, and legal moonshine, an un- 
colored liquid distilled from rice. 

The meal is eaten almost in camping 
style, in groups of eight around a wood- 
en bucket or earthen bowl of cooked 







A scene from the Christmas play presented by 
native seminarians at Kongmoon, South China 























rice, and several dishes of fixings or 
escortings, as the Chinese call the ac- 
companiments of their rice. Each has 
a bowl and chopsticks. 


Meanwhile, the Spiritual Father is 
almost distraught. Some are ready for 
Baptism. The catechists try to sandwich 
in their reports and other business ; there 
are new catechumens to be met, assign- 
ments of catechists to be made, and wages 
to be paid. 


The children are not forgotten; and 
the missioner, with a bag of cakes in his 
hand, standing in a doorway to prevent 
repeating, hands cach a cake as he passes 
inside. Lest there be a question in the 
mind of the reader, I will say that the 
back door has been locked, and that 
there are bars on the windows. 

Many have been looking forward to 
this opportunity of getting medicine 
without having to make an extra jour- 
ney, and one almost feels that they have 
been abie to save up their aches and 
pains since the last feast day, with a 
few then forgotten, thrown in. All the 
ills to which flesh is heir seem to be 
represented, though rheumatism, boils, 
itch, tuberculosis, stomach and kidney 
diseases seem to be most popular with 
the men, with anemia in addition for the 
women, while worms and ke:d sores are 
the specialty of the children. 

At length, the crowd begins to dis- 
solve; they come in groups to make 
their best bow in adieu and say, “God 
protect you”, as they did on arrival, and 
then set out for the long walk home again. 

Finally, the clean-up squad begins its 
work: the quilts are re- 
turned to their owners, 
the mats are rolled up 
and stored in the attic, to- 
gether with the rice-bowls, 
chopsticks, and vegetable 
dishcs, awaiting the next 
feast day. The missioner 
relaxes with a sigh of re- 









lief, and goes to catch up 
in his Breviary; he is 
dead tired, but, as a little 
brother now with God 
once expressed it, “it’s a 
nice tired”, e 






























































Yip mission time it is. Because, you know, there’s some- 
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** ?Twas the night before Christmas!’’ 


Wy A NIGHT LETTER TO— 


My Dear Juniors, 


Did you ever hear of the ‘‘Year Clock’’, whose 
4 minutes are the months of the year? It’s the kind of 
clock every wide-awake Junior goes by to see what 


thing special doing each mission month in the year 
and it’s well to check up now and then on the ‘‘Year 


Clock’’! 


For instance, it’s now December o’clock, Mission 
Saving Time when, in preparation tor the Christ 
Child’s Birth on Christmas Morn, every little missioner- 
at-home saves up extra little prayers, extra little 
sacrifices, extra little good deeds for the missions. 
You can tell it’s December o’clock, Advent time, for 
there is a mite box handy in every Junior’s home. 


What about that pigtailed shadow of a figure on 
the wall by the big ‘‘Year Clock’’? Why that’s some- 
body very near and very dear to Junior standing at the 
foot of the old Clock—as near as Junior’s own shadow. 
That’s a pagan child, a sort of shadow-twin to Junior 
who has prayed and sacrificed for it all year round. 
The pagan child saved by your prayers and sacrifices 
is as close to you as your 
own shadow and just as in- 
terested in watching what 


mission time it is as you are. 


December is the Mid- 
night of the Year! Not 
much time left until Jan- 
uary o’clock of the next 
mission year! Are you an 
up-and-doing Junior still, 
helping to bring this Mission 
Year to a grand mission 
close? 


‘*I hope so!’’ says the 
missioner-man who winds up 
the mission ‘‘ Year Clock’’— 





Your old— 
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September Puzzle 
ATHER CHIN awarded no 
prizes for the September puzzle. 

As frequently happens many of 

the Juniors failed to follow the di- 

rections exactly, and also missed 

essential parts of the pagoda and 
dragon. 
Better luck next time! 

Warning: Read and follow puzzle 

directions exactly. 





New Juniors 


ATHLEEN BINET, Seattle, 

Wash.; Mary Adelaide and Anne 
McGinnis, Bluffton, Ohio; Ruth and 
Eileen Early, Yonkers, N. Y.; Kath- 
arine Keeley, San Francisco, Calif.; 
Genevieve Baranowski, Brooklyn, N. 
Y.; Veronica Banks, St. Albans, N. Y.; 
Margaret Parker, Mary McGregor, 
Nancy Sweeney, Ella Mae Carroll, Ber- 
nardine -Gruver, and Lucy Elizondo, 
San Diego, Calif.; Joan Nevins, Yon- 
kers, N. Y.; Vincent H. Clark, West 
Haven, Conn.; Marguerite Hewitt, Los 
Angeles, Calif.; James Carroll, Phila- 
delphia, Penna. 


Junior Baby 
Sponsors 


"THE following Juniors are our 

first Junior Sponsors. They 
each supported a Chinese baby for 
a few days during September. The 
list will be completed in our next 
issue. 

John Burke, Manchester, N. H.; Ger- 
trude Vincent, Stamford Conn.; Marie 
Schmit, Bayport, N. Y.; Madeleine 
Michell, Bala, Penna.; Daniel Berrigan, 
Liverpool, N. Y.; James and Frank 
Mitza, Boston, Mass.; Venard Unit, 
Rosati Kain, St. Louis, Mo.; Mary 
Margaret Jack, Los Angeles, Calif. 

Marie Schmit of Bayport, 
N. Y., sent a large box of lovely 
toys for the Chinese babies. They 
will reach the orphanage at Loting, 
South China, for Christmas. What 
joy Marie’s sacrifice will bring! 


Mite-y Mission 
Helpers 
ATHER CHIN is grateful to 
the following Juniors for gifts 
for the missions: 

Helen Svelnis, Chicago, Ill.; Pupils 
of Villa Duchesne, Clayton, Mo.; Mc- 
Ginnis Juniors, Bluffton, Ohio; Ger- 
trude McCall, Holyoke, Mass.; Lois 








TRACE THROUGH DOTS 
THE NAMES oF FIVE COUNTRIES 
WHERE THERE ARE MARYKNOLL MISSIONS 
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AND FIND A MISSION SYMBOL, 


List the names of the five 

countries and send them with 

your complete puzzle to 

Father Chin, Maryknoll, N. Y. 

Also give your name, address 
and age 





Sukraida, Long Beach, Calif.; Fourth, 
Fifth and Sixth Grades of St. Joseph’s 
School, Bristow, Okla.; China Club, St. 
Paul’s School, Norwich, N. Y.; St. 
Austin’s School, Austin, Texas; Mary- 
knoll Juniors of St. Elizabeth’s Parish, 
Philadelphia, Penna.; St. Mary’s School 
Juniors, Owen Sound, Ont. 





Mission Intentions 
for December 


Mission Babies in China. 
Abandoned Babies. 

Mission Babies in Korea. 
Baptisms. 

Mission Babies in Manchuria. 
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Junior Clippings 
Patricia Dennis of Los Ange- 
les, Calif., sent Father Chin the 
following report of a live wire 
club: 

We open the club meetings with 
“Hail to the Juniors” and close it with 
the “Pep Song”. We are having a pa- 
per drive which closes Saturday, and 
the money will be for the missions. I 
have made a Maryknoll Junior Club 
flag for our club. It has the insignia 
and motto on it to remind the members 
of their duty. 





Anna B. Ackerman, of Wilming- 
tor, Delaware, is one of our Ju- 
nior Sponsors. She wrote as fol- 
lows: 


I wish to adopt a Chinese Mission 
baby. I will forward the stamps, to- - 
gether with the Adoption Ticket and 
the September Mission Intention Calen- 
dar at the end of the month. Mother 
said if I wanted to adopt a baby for a 
few days each month I could, but it 
will mean less candy, ice cream, ete. 
But I will be willing to do this for the 
poor mission babies. 


The St. Mary’s School Juniors 
at Owen Sound, Ont., find work- 
ing for the mission a treat. 

Last week we held a candied apple 
sale in our school. We enjoyed the 
treat, for there wasn’t a child in school 
who couldn’t pay a penny for a large 
rosy candied apple. The girls of the 
Crusade Unit and the Sisters did the 
part which we call work. We are en- 
closing a money order to ransom a Chi- 
nese baby. 


A batch of letters from the Ju- 
niors at St. Catherine’s School, 
Milwaukee, Wis., brought Father 
Chin news of their mission doings. 
The boys and girls are having a 
race to collect five dollars for a 
baby ransom. Father Chin and 
Johnny Junior have both played 
favorites and interest runs high. 


James Weinreis of Aberdeen, 
South Dakota, is an old friend of 
Father Chin, and very interested 
in stamps. He is anxious to make 
more contacts with stamp collec- 
tors and complete his fine collec- 
tion. Perhaps too other Juniors 
who have the stamp hobby might 
like to trade stamps with James. 

Would like to hear from stamp 
collectors in Foreign Countries. 
Will trade U. S. and others for 
yours. Will answer all letters. 

Address: James Weinreis 


918 South Dakota Street 
Aberdeen, South Dakota, 
U.S.A. 


A Modern Classic 


Honolulu, T. H— 
A pupil of the Maryknoll School 
in Honolulu wrote this classic on 


American Indians: 
The Indians did not know God, they 


worshipped their aunts’ sisters. 

In order to keep off the cold the In- 
dians wore baskets around them which 
they fastened with a baby. 

The Indians were sheltered from the 
sun and rain by wigworms, 





Holy Ground 


“ GOD, I love Thee!” 
slender, brown hands clasped 
more tightly a crucifix, companion of 


The long, 


apostolic labors. “I love Thee, not sim- 
ply to be saved—.” Ah, no! From what 
had this battered, tattered, blackrobed 
figure of a dark, attractive Spaniard 
ever spared or saved itself? It was 
stretched out, this holocaust, at full 
length on the beach strand, ravished 
with fever and exhaustion. Hardships, 
persecutions in their reckless fashion 
had long since shattered with silver ex- 
travagance the original blackness of the 
Padre’s handsome head. 

“Nor because those who love Thee 
not, Thou dost punish with eternal fire!” 
No! The spirit of the man, always 
high, shone out challengingly from 
kindling eyes, burning coals. Daring, 
unlimited devotion to his One Great 
Love! Once a Javier, always a Javier! 
Not even hell could separate him from 
the dear possession of Christ, his Love. 
“Thou, Thou my Jesus—”, he raised 
himself slightly that he might the bet- 
ter look across the restless waters from 
his calvary of suffering to China’s 
shores beyond. “Thou hast all embraced 
me on the Cross!” Aye, on the cross 
of sacrifice. A fierce embrace, pinioning 
him to a small island while all his soul 
went further out and on to China’s yel- 
low waste. God! It was unbearable! 
Souls! Souls! Everywhere in that land! 
And but one broken missioner for them, 
already agonizing in his crucifixion of 
torturing love. The ardent breast heaved 
a great sigh. 

“Thou hast borne the nails—the lance 
—much ignominy —numberless griefs, 
sweatings, anguish and death.” The 
keen mind ever alert, traveled in these 
last moments swiftly back over apos- 
tolic years. His whole life flashed be- 
fore him in much the same way as he 
remembered seeing the quick progress 
of the dancing, singing pageantry of a 
Spanish festival. India—Malacca—Ja- 
pan—they were all there. It was a com- 
plete picture, even down to the death 
which held him now in its relentless 
grip. “And these on account of me, 
and for me a sinner.” That he was a 
holy man dying on holy ground, this 
very hour become holy by reason of its 


A last torrent of passionate words 
burst from the pallid lips of Francis 
Xavier, as he lay dying on Sancian 
Island 





contact with himself; this thought nev- 
er entered that transfixed heart. A sin- 
ner he, like all the rest, craving for 
mercy, for pardon, for love—confident- 
ly. His whole being cried out. 

“Why therefore should I not love 
Thee, O most loving Jesus? Not that 
in heaven Thou shalt save me, nor lest 
for eternity Thou shalt condemn me. 
Not with the hope of any reward!” 
The noble words ran like a thread of 
flame through his brain. What had 
been heretofor a silent prayer, became 
suddenly voiced eloquence. He raised 
himself again, triumph in his expiring 
accents. A last torrent of passionate 
human words burst from his pallid, 
trembling lips. “As Thou hast loved 
me—so. also—will I love Thee! Only— 
because—Thou art—my King! And— 
only — because — Thou art my God!” 
Loyalty, love to the end! Paraphrase 
of a magnificent life. It was consum- 
mated. 

There were originally twelve Apos- 
tles. Now there were thirteen. It was 
December 3, 1552, and Francesco de 
Javier strangely marooned on a coast 
island of China, had breathed forth his 
soul to God. 

Enviable Sancian, jealous of its prize, 
never in life gave up its prisoner to a 
less worthy China. 
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@e Student’s Page 


Noel 


A Yuletide Dream 
CHRISTMAS Play that is differ- 
ent. Suitable for a cast of twelve 

characters. Something that can be suc- 
cessfully presented by High School and 
College students, 

wenty-five cents. 





Yuletide Flights of a Modern Poet 
By Poog 
N a sled 
In a sled 
With bells 
A figure with a fur-trimmed cap 
On its head 
Riding through the sky 
Hey nonny why 
He’s Santa Claus 
Skimmin the Wall of Chiner 
(Boston pronunciation) 
Which now has a crack where 
he struck it with 
a runner 
Which now has a bump where 
he struck it with a bumper 
Skimmin the Wall of Chiner 
In a sled 
In a sled 
With bells 
On. 
Heigh nonny ho bo! And a heh! hey! 
hey! 
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With Maryknoll’s Co-Apostles 


HAPPY and Blessed Christ- 
mas to all our Sponsors and 
other Co-apostles! 

Gratitude is the keynote of 
Christmastide, and ours, deep and 
sincere, goes out to all who are co- 
operating with us in our efforts to 





One of our recent Sponsors 
heard from an acquaintance that 
“a dollar a day keeps a missioner 
away (at work in the Orient)”, 
and the slogan caught his fancy. 
He thought about it a bit, and 
yielded to the urge to do his part 






































DAINTY MISSES OF THE PHILIPPINES ADD GRACE AND BEAUTY TO 


THE HOLIDAY SEASON 


bring Christ to those who know 
Him not. There are special graces 
at Bethlehem for those who gen- 
erously give of self and substance 
to spread the message of the In- 
carnation. 


One way of putting the Christ 
Child on your Christmas list is to 
Sponsor one of His missioners for 
as many days a month as you can 
afford, at the rate of one dollar a 


day. 


A chance word about the mis- 
sions often has far greater influ- 
ence than the speaker suspects in 
enlisting new friends for the 
Great Cause. 


BY A COLONIAL DANCE 


n “keeping a missioner away”. 

Our lists show numerous Spon- 
sors who first heard of the Spon- 
sor Opportunity through others 
already making use of the privi- 
lege of sharing in a missioner’s 
sacrifices and merits. 








WHY NOT? 


“Why not secure it as a gift for 
your son or nephew or boy friend? 
It may help him to find himself and 
his vocation; which means to find 
out the why of his existence. Too 
many promising young men are 
merely drifting with the tide.” 

So writes a priest-columnist, of 

FATHER McSHANE 
OF MARYKNOLL 


See the back cover. 


IN CHRIST JESUS SHALL ALL NATIONS BE BLESSED. 


To St. Paul’s Circle, of Mil- 
waukee, Wis., and The Mary Cir- 
cle, of Bloomfield, N. J., we owe 
offerings of that most welcome of 
all varieties, the Stringless Gift. 

To the St. Rose of Lima Circle, 
in New York City, we gratefully 
acknowledge the payment of Cir- 
cle Dues. 


If your Circle is making up a 
Christmas box for our seminari- 
ans, especially for those who will 
not’ otherwise receive a visit from 
Santa, please address it to The 
Circle Director. 


Noted Here and There 


URING recent months a new 

and important activity has been 
undertaken at the Normal School 
directed by Maryknoll Sisters at 
Malabon, a suburb of Manila. The 
Sisters and groups of the Normal 
School students have initiated the 
teaching of religion in public 
schools of the district. 

In this way hundreds of souls 
are being reached with whom 
otherwise the Sisters would have 
no contact. 


Find a place on your envel- 
opes for Maryknoll Seals. 


The Catholic School may well 
be the nursery for Catholic Action 
in the next generation. There is 
no reason why youthful minds 
should not be open to wider influ- 
ences than a simple study grind 
and the ordinary religious dutics 
that are expected of every Catholic 

A great advantage of the Cath- 
olic School is its special training 
that gives the fuller appreciation 
of Catholic history and Catholic 
life. The Mission Cause should 
have an important place in the 
curriculum of any Catholic School. 
and in this country home and for- 
eign missions can be equally 
stressed with excellent results to 
all concerned. 





Use Maryknoll ene 
Seals. 
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For The Christ Child was made by a benefactor in Law- _G. C. and Relatives; N. S.; L. B. L; 
rence, Mass. M. G. H. and M. A.; H. C. H. 
eal 

















A MARYKNOLL SANTA AND HIS 

WILLING ASSISTANT BRING 

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS TO THE 
NEIGHBORS’ CHILDREN 


THe Spirit of Christmas! 

Blessed season of giving, when, 
remembering the Gift granted to 
man on a starlit night nearly two 
thousand years ago, it comes home 
to us that God is Love. 

Friends of Maryknoll are close 
to the Spirit of Christmas. Some 
of their sacrifices for the mission 
cause are known to us, many more 
are known only to the Divine 
Founder of the Feast. May He 
Himself be their reward, exceed- 
ing great! 





Our Annuity Plan, which con- 
tinues to appeal to many wise in- 
vestors, attracted the attention of 
friends in Omaha, Nebr., and 
Washington, D.C. 

Not every annuity has the ad- 
vantages of the Maryknoll plan— 
assuring interest for time and 
eternity. 





A donation towards a Memo- 





Assistance in the Training of 
Our Aspirant Apostles was _ re- 
ceived from the McCaddin Mc- 
Quirk Foundation in New York 
City. 


Maryknoll Work among the Jap- 
anese and our Korean Mission 
Field were generously remembered 
by mission lovers in St. Paul, 
Minn.; St. Louis, Mo.; Bingham- 
ton, N. Y.; and Chicago, Ill. 





Six Wills matured in favor of 
Maryknoll recently, and we were 
named as beneficiaries in eight 
others. 

These are wills where the Will 
of God—His Desire for the salva- 
tion of the souls of pagans—has 
not been overlooked. 





Spread the name of Mary- 
knoll with a Christmas seal. 





PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 
Living: Reverend Friends, 2; Mrs. 


A. G. and Relatives; Mrs. W. D. C. 
and Relatives; P. J. B.; Mrs. B. G. B.; 
M. J. K.; Mrs. L. H. and Relatives; 
Mrs. M. R. and Relatives; O. F. H. 
and Relatives; Mr. and Mrs. M. and 
Relatives; E. D. and Relatives; F. H. 
McC.; H. K.; Mrs. J. B. T. and Rela- 
tives; H. F. L. and Relatives; A. C.; 
M. K.; J. A. M.; M J. C.; M. W. and 
Relatives; M. A. G.; D. L. and Rela- 
tives; E. D. M. and Family; Relatives 
of M. J. McG.; Relatives of Mrs. F. 
M.; B: J; i./and Relatives; H.'S.; E. 
G. and Relatives; Mrs. P. T. and Rela- 
tives; Mrs. E. O. and Relatives; A. H. 








HY not secure this Christ- 

mastide for a dear departed 
one a Perpetual Associate Mem- 
bership in Maryknoll, the Cath- 
olic Foreign Mission Society of 
America? 

The offering required is fifty 
dollars, and payments may be 
extended over a period of two 
years. 


Deceased: Timothy Murnane; Mar- 
garet V Crowne; Peter McMahon; 
Catherine C. Giovannoni; Sophie A. 
Grote; Elizabeth Terry; Mary L. Hag- 
gerty; Annie M. Potthoff; Ella M. 
Comyns; Mary Sullivan; Mary Kau- 
nitz; Margaret Doherty; William H. 
Byrnes; Eugene Clark; Thomas Mur- 
ray; John J. Murphy; Victor J. Dowl- 
ing; John Stephens; Richard Walsh; 
Daniel Clarke; Albert H. Silsby; Val- 
entine Greer; Mrs. Frank F. Nesdell. 





ET LUX PERPETUA LUCEAT EIS 
E ask prayers for the souls of 
the following deceased friends 

of the mission cause: 

Most Rev. Daniel F. Feehan, D.D.; 
Very Rev. Msgr. Thomas G. Carroll; 
Rev. Wm. A. Wachter; Rev. Francis 
W. Maley; Rev. P. McCarry; Rev. 
Joseph Rigney; Rev. Charles B. Gaff- 
ney; Rev. Fr. Odericus, O.F.M.; Rev. 
Leander M. Roth; Sr. M. Josephine 
Fitzgerald ; Sr. Marie de Guzman, O.P.; 
Charles McDermott; Mrs. Thomas J. 
O’Melia; Edward W. Coulehan; 
Mrs. Carrie Ingram; Mrs. Ada Swee- 
ney; J. M. Horan; Mrs. Mary A. 
O’Brien; Mrs. Mary Hathorn; Mrs. 
Hettie Brobant; Julia Hickey; D. G. 
Strand; Margaret Donahue; J. A. Gol- 
den; Mrs. Philip Riedele; Mrs. Charles 
Dowling; J. B. Hurley; Mrs. Mary 
Lloyd; B. J. Conlon; Mrs. N. Hallo- 
ran; E. Butler; I. O. Crosscup; Au- 
gusta Suretti; Charlotte Coulehan; 
Mrs. Mary E. Westland; Mary Mc- 
Kenna; Mrs. Mary Mahan; Michael 
Loth; Margaret Donahue; Mary Mc- 
Lane; Clara Crosby; Annie King; 
Elizabeth Delaney; Mary Hannan; 
Henry Hess; Mrs. James Loughlin; 
Mrs. Marie Malone; Wm. J. White; 
Ellen McGowan. 





STUDENT BURSES 


A burse is a sum of money drawing 
yearly interest which is applied to the 
board, housing and education of astu- 
dent at the Maryknoll Seminary, or at 
one of its Preparatory Colleges in the 
United States. 


FOR THE MAJOR SEMINARY 
($5,000 each) 





MAHAN MEMORIAL BURSE... 4,630.85 
St. Vincent De Paul Burse, No, 2 4,500.00 
Michael J, Egan Memorial Burse.. 4,200.00 


MARYKNOLL CHRISTMAS SEALS ON YOUR MAIL 
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St. Anthony Burse....csccccccces 4064.13 
Kate McLaughlin Memorial Burse 4,050.00 
Dunwoodie Seminary Burse......- 3,716.59 


Pane TRUTGCS 6 00510500 soecsions 325005 
St. Michael Burse, No. t..eeeeeeee 3,015.00 
We BY SEC in 6-69 :0:8'0:0 cece 3,000.00 





Bishop Molloy BiGiae scons 2,851.00 
Byrne Memortal Burse......2.+++ 2,800.25 
Marywood College Burse.......++ 2,782.00 


Holy Child Jesus Burse.......... 2,761.85 
Our Lady of Mt. Carmel Burse... 2,262.19 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse....... 2,260.63 
Duluth Diocese Burse.......ee0+2 2,211.76 
Archbishop Ireland Burse....... + 2,101.00 
Bernadette of Lourdes Burse...... 1,930.09 
SE. Diomenne TOPE osc 5.60:500 0 000005 1,904.19 


Our Lady of the Sacred Heart Burse_ 1,738.06 
Immaculate Conception, Patron of 

PNSVICE,.. UTHER  accccccceceeens 1960548 
Sh. egies. TREE yo 6 sicieminis satan ce 1,455.88 
Fr. Nummey Burse of Holy Chitd 

Jesus Parish of Richmond Hill. 1,402.53 
St. Francis Xavier Burse........ + 1,390.38 
St. Francis of Assisi, No. 2 Burse’ 1,139.10 
St. John Baptist Burse. tapgisasws Aekanat 


Manchester Diocese Burse........ 1,000.00 
St. Boniface Burse....cscccce 948.65 
Sacred Heart Seminary Burse.. me 851.00 
St. Rita Burse...... ‘ 772.65 





St. Laurence Burse ae 673.25 
Children of Mary Burse.....e.eee 655.70 
St, Jorepn Butse, NOs. 2.060.000.0068 648.20 
Ob Ree I i.cicancaescnenes 630.70 





Holy Family TRUre6 ....<0:0:0:0000000:0 582.25 
St. Joan :* PIG TIUTEEs 6 since eee's 503.61 
The Holy Name Burse..... Steve 476.65 
St. Louis Archdiocese Burse. Be 430.00 
St, HAE TUBE, os ccs cae 412.00 
St. John B. de la Salle Burse. near 292.00 
All Saints: TTB 6.6 osc wince s.0.0 «9/0101 260.78 
Rev. George M. FitzGerald Burse 233.00 
RY Ss John, Berchmans Burse........ 201.00 
Trinity ““Wekanduit” No. 2 Burse 200.00 
Jesus Christ Crucified Burse..... ° 190.50 
Newark Diocese Burse............ 157.00 
SS. Peter and Paul Burse........ 150.00 
es COHEN MANNE NE soos esas cays sin -0 010% 059:0°% 106.07 
Queen of the Rosary Burse....... 105.00 





FOR OUR PREPARATORY 
COLLEGES 


($5,000 each) 


IN HONOR OF THE SACRED 
HEARTS OF JESUS, MARY, 


AND JOSEPH BURSE. 4,802.00 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Burse (Re- 

BEER) chia aes auue esnk anes + 4,500.00 
21 OL ECP 0 eR en OS 1,851.60 


Bl. Théophane Vénard Burse..... 1,727.80 
Archbishop Hanna Burse (Los 


BER: “aviekadassGiNoieuesiauane 1,444.95 
Rt. Rev. Michael J. Hoban Me- 
OVEN WA UD OR co oo is = sie waa 108 1,232.00 


Bl. Virgin Mary Sodality Burse... 1,001.00 
Our Lad\’s Circle Burse (Los Altos) 925.00 


St. Michael Rurse......2.0 een 696.32 
DE, ALOU StS. TRUCE o.o:0.e:0-0.050 01010 00° 690.10 
Ven, Philippine Duchesne Burse... 347.30 
Dt JEMMOMONG TUTSE <6 01s 500.4. 00.000 215.00 
PION GROST WUATSE 5 ois. 0 400 04:0 133.00 
Immaculate Conception Burse..... 119.00 
St. Margaret Mary Burse........ ‘. 113.00 


NATIVE STUDENT BURSES 


$1,599 placed at interest will enable 
our missioners to keep ons Chinese 
aspirant to the priesthood at a semi- 
nary in China. 


SS. ANN AND JOHN BURSE... 1,375.00 
Blessed Sacrament Burse......... 1,325.50 
Little Flower Burse..... niceccuee 1,293.28 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse...... 1,218.00 
Mater Admirabilis Burse.......... 1,083.00 


Say “Merry Christmas” 





to your friends with 


GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS TO 


THE FIELD AFAR 
One Name, $1.00 — Six Names, $5.00 


An attractive card, bearing your name, will be sent to each of 


those for whom you subscribe. 


City and State 





Name Street 
VEEP I NGETILC 6 wo 212.5 w vi slaicveie swig ein «Wwisnelaisicie 
AAO Re ico oidia Roane nets olpeis eet 
Souls in Purgatory ee 1,076.50 


Sacred Heart of Jesus and Our 
Lady of Perpetual Help Burse 





(QE ERBP SEA oe cis wita ta alos a sis ioveve,e 6:6 1,000.00 
Mary Mother of God Burse...... 808.13 
Christ the King Burse, No. 2..... 702.00 
McQuillen-Blémer Memorial Burse 700.00 
Mar. vknoll Academia Burse 301.60 
St. Patrick: Burse. o.<:6.s.scaciae+0s 255.00 


Sacred Heart of Jesus-—F. W. Burse 200.00 


Mission Jottings 
NEW nostrum for China is 
the ag 2 Life Movement. In- 

vented in Nanking by statesmen 
conscious a their country’s needs, 
it seeks to inculcate lessons of or- 
der, industry, hygiene, civic pride, 
and mutual charity into the lives 
of China’s bewildered hordes. It 
is an aim beyond all praise, but it 
lacks motive power. 

Surely it is the strangest of all 








WHY NOT? 


A Christmas remembrance that is 
also a remembrance for the whole 
year is sure to be warmly welcomed. 
Maryknoll Books are in this class. 
Why not use some for gifts? 

See the back cover. 


delusions that makes men fancy 
they can have the fruits of Christ’s 
religion without the tree. “Seck ye 
first the kingdom of God and His 
justice, and all these things shall 
be added unto you” (Matt. 6, 33). 


A national Catholic magazine, 
modest but attractive, has been 
launched in Korea, and we have 
received a copy. The cover design 
is by Louis Chang, who studied 
art in New York some years ago 
while residing with his Brother 
John under our Maryknoll roof- 
tree. 

John Chang, who is closely asso- 
ciated with this publication, is 
known to the Christian Brothers 
of Manhattan College where he 
made his classical course. Man- 
hattan honored Mr. Chang, and it- 
self, recently by conferring a de- 
gree upon this their first Oriental 
alumnus—as we recall. Catholic 
Action in Korea is advancing all 
along the line. 


WIDEN THE CIRCLE OF MISSION INTEREST. 














A Handful of Straw 
for the Christ Child 











MARYKNOLL has at present in Eastern Asia one hundred 

and fifty bearers of the Good Tidings of Great Joy. 
Would you, as a gift to the Christ Child, aid usin the mis- 
sion of making known to the Gentiles the Christmas Story? 


Each of our young apostles requires for his personal 
needs and sustenance a minimum of a dollar a day. 


As 


Sponsor of a Maryknoll missioner, light Christmas candles 
in pagan hearts at least for a day. 


If you can do more, and wish to adopt a Maryknoller 
for a certain number of days each month, don’t hesitate to 


let us know! 


) —————— | 
MARYKNOLL 
| 
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makes an ideal 


Christmas itt 











HINA will be converted through the Chinese—$100 a 
C year pays the expenses of a Chinese seminarian in one 


of our mission fields. 


eternal kind. 


Educating pri¢sts is charity of the 

















CHRISTMAS GIFTS 





OUR friends will be | 
pleased if you include | 
|Maryknoll Books among | 
your Christmas gifts. See |) 
back cover for list of | 
_ books and special Christ- | 
mas discount. i 


| * il 
"THE Maryknoll Pin and | 
Ring bear the Chi Rho | 
symbol, the Greek letters | 
signifying the mission of | 
Christ to the world—singu- 
larly appropriate gifts for 
the Day on which the Son | 
‘of God became Man. Gold | 
Pins cost 50c; Gold Rings, |. 


_10-karat, $6. il 
ii * | 
GAY “Merry Christmas” | 
to your friends with Gift | 
Subscriptions to The Field | 
Afar. One Gift Subscrip- | 
tion for a year may be had | 
for $1.00; six of these) 
Subscriptiuns will cost 
only $5.00. An attractive |, 
Christmas card, bearing | 
your name, will be sent to | 
each of those for whom | 
| you subscribe. il 


Hi 





ii o i 
Mi} i 
| [NDUSTRIAL work di-| 
| ~ rected by the Maryknoll | 
| Sisters in China and Korea | 
produces Oriental Gifts of | 
a unique charm. i 
These include Linens— 
tray covers, dinner sets, | 
luncheon sets, bridge sets, | 
guest towels—50c up; | 
Dolis—Chinese, Japanese, | 
Korean — 50c up; Altar | 
Linens, $10.00 up; Sur. | 
plices, $16.50 up; Albs |) 
£18.50 up; Lightweight is 
Vestments, $22.00 up. 
































SEE YOUR ORIENT MISSIONS 


Go by President Liner to the site of 
Father Schall’s Triumph* 


*Adam Schall von Bell, 
a German missionary in 
China, was invited by 
the Emperor to go to Pe- 
king in 1622. Like his 
famous predecessor, Ric- 
ci, he gained great re- Every week a big luxurious President Liner sails 
nown in theOrientforhis from New York and California to the Orient via 
preaching and for per- Hawaii and the Sunshine Route. This frequent, 
forming scientific labors regular service—plus the — i 

theCourt.Laterwhen Ve! wherever you like—makes it easy for you to 
for : take fascinating sidetrips to mission stations in 
the Manchus came into japan, China and the Philippines. After seeing 
power, Schall was hon- ‘the Orient, continue Round the World if you 
ored bythetitle,Shang-fu like. First Class and Tourist fares are low. All 
or ‘Venerable Father.”’ outside staterooms, Real beds. Delicious cuisine. 





For fares and further information see any travel agent, or... 


DOLLAR STEAMSHIP LINES 


NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO 


ORIENT 











CO-WORKERS OF CHRIST 


HE great- 
test privi- 
lege in the 


THE PEOPLE THAT 







WALKED IN A life of any 
SEEN A GREAT ff Speke 
LICHT: TO Die aatyotton 
THEM THAT of souls. 

DWELT IN THE To only a 


few is the 
vocation giv- 
en of an 
apostle to 
those still in 
pagan dark- 
ness and the shadow of death; butit is possible for many to 
have a representative in fields afar. 


REGION OF THE 
SHADOW OF DEATH, 
LIGHT IS RISEN. — isaus -2 


Let a Native Catechist be your representative in Mary- 
knoll missions of the Orient, collaborating with Christ in the 
work of the Redemption. 


In the Maryknoll missions of China a Native Catechist 
needs $15 a month for his daily rice; in Korea, where living 
expenses are higher, a minimum of $20 is required. 





with SPEED - COMFORT - ECONOMY 





bak € we $5 wists 


Orient... for travel’s greatest wonders 


FASTEST, SHORTEST route to Yoko- 
hama...10 quick days... by sister- 
ships, Empress of Asia and Empress 
of Russia. Or via Honolulu in 3 
days more... by Empress of Japan 
(largest, fastest liner on the Pacific) 
and Empress of Canada. 


FREQUENT SAILINGS from Van- 
couver (trains to ship-side) and 
Victoria. Orient fares include pas- 
sage from Seattle. Orient ports-of- 
call: Yokohama, Kobe, Nagasaki, 
Shanghai, Hong Kong, Manila. 
Luxurious First Class; excellent 
Tourist Class; and comfortable, 
low-priced Third Class. 
Reduced round-trip fares 


Booklets, information ...from your 
own travel agent, or any Canadian 
Pacific office in New York, Boston, 
Chicago, St. Louis, San Francisco, 
Montreal, Toronto, Vancouver, 
Winnipeg, and many other cities 
in United States and Canada. 
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Give Books 
This Year 


On all purchases 


of $5.00 or more, 


from the list below, a discount of 20% 


will be granted if the order is received 


before Christmas. 
to your own or 


Books may be sent 
friend’s address. 


These books are illustrated, attractively bound in cloth, and sent postpaid 


THOUGHTS FROM MODERN MARTYRS 


112 pp. 3g illustrations. 
Selections from letters of three young martyrs of the nine- 
teenth century, with sketches of their lives. 50¢ 
(In paper covers, 35¢) 


FATHER PRICE OF MARYKNOLL 


gl pp. g illustrations. 
Biographical sketch of the co-founder of Maryknoll: home 
5 . . . . — . ~ 
missioner in the South, foreign missioner in China. 60¢ 


FIELD AFAR STORIES (3 volumes) 


About 160 pp., 16 illustrations, each. : 
Stimulating tales of foreign missioners and the foreign mis- 
sion vocation. Each volume independent. Each, 85¢ 


FELIX WESTERWOUDT 


115 pp. 8 illustrations. 
A lovable Dutch lad who became a missioner in the jungles 
of Borneo. “More inspiration to the page than is usually 
found.” 85¢ 


A MODERN MARTYR 


241 pp. 15 illustrations. - 
Life and letters of Bl. Theophane Venard, who went smiling 
to death in Tongking in 1861. $1.00 
(In paper covers, 60¢) 


AN AMERICAN MISSIONARY 


203 pp 16 illustrations. 
Fr. Judge, S.J., missioner to Alaska in the gold-rush days. $1.00 


180 pp. 16 illustrations. : 
Fr. Just de Bretenieres, beheaded in Korea in 1866. Appendix 
on the establishment of Christianity in Korea. $1.00 


THE MARTYR OF FUTUNA 


210 pp. 16 illustrations. ; 
Bl. Peter Chanel, S.M., a shepherd of souls in Oceania, who 
laid down his life for his flock. $1.00 


THE FIELD AFAR OFFICE 


TWO VINCENTIAN MARTYRS 


182 pp. 16 illustrations. 
Combined biographies of Bl. Clet and BI. Perboyre, crucified 
in China in 1820 and 1840. $1.00 


IN THE HOMES OF MARTYRS 


151 pp. 16 illustrations. 
Visits to the homes and home-folk of five young priest-mar- 
tyrs of the nineteenth century. $1.00 


THE CATHOLIC CHURCH IN KOREA 
108 pp. Illustrated. 
Introduction and development of Christianity in the Hermit 
Kingdom. Appendix on the American Catholic Mission. $1.00 


THE MARYKNOLL MOVEMENT 


167 pp. Frontispiece. 
The Catholic foreign mission movement in the United States 
and the founding of Maryknoll. $1.00 
(In paper covers, 6o0¢) 


FATHER McSHANE OF MARYKNOLL 


230 pp. 16 pp. illustrations. 
A modern American apostle in modern China. $1.10 


BLUEGOWNS 


224 pp. 32 illustrations. 
Stories of the Far East missions, by Alice Dease. For old and 
young. A truly beautiful gift book. $1.50 


OBSERVATIONS IN THE ORIENT 


320 pp. 80 pp. illustrations. 
First visit of the Superior-General of Maryknoll to the mis- 
sions of the Far East. $2.00 


MARYKNOLL MISSION LETTERS 


Two large handsome volumes, generously illustrated. 
Both books are models of bookmaking. Uniformly bound in 
blue cloth, stamped in gold. Each, $3.00 


Address: 


MARYKNOLL, NEW YORK 


PETER J. CAREY & SONS, INC., PRINTERS 














